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1 HE 


Band of Cupids other day, 
A dawn of hope my ſoul revives 
Alexis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind 
All in the Downs the fleet was moor d 
All you who awould wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs 
A Plague f theſe æuenches ! they make ſueh a Ny 
As Chloe came into the room Pother day 
As Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring 
As Jamie gay gang'd blithe his way 


= if yon damaſk roſe is feweet 
tinker Tom thro ſtreets his trade did cry, 


Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love 


Ariſe ſaveet meſſenger of morn 
As I went ver the meadows, no matter the day 
As Delia bleſt with Vr grace 
As flows the cool and purling rill 
As in a penſive form Myrtilla fat 
Attend all ye fair, and Pl tell you the art 
Attend, ye nymphs, while I impart ibi 
A gentle dove while Aura flray'd, ' 
A buſy humble bee am 1 
At Polævart on the green 
As I cams in by Teviot-fide 

B 


Eliewve me dear aunt / 
Blow, blow, thou winter's wind 


By my fig hs yo! may diſcover 
A 


u IN D E x. 

Bid me, *when forty winter's more © 15 
By ibe gay circling glaſs err: 190 
Be gene dull care without delay 198 
Betfy coill thou gang ui ne 204 


r love be controul d by agvice | 16 


Caſt, my love, thins ęyet arround 17 
Cea/s, gay ſeducers, pride to take 18 
Come cheer up my lads, *tis to glory ve freer ibid 
Come Chlae and give me ſaucet hifſes 19 
Ceme, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd 20 
Ceme, come, my good ſpepherd, our flacks æue niuſt ſhearzx 
Come here, fellow ſer wants, and liſten to me 22 
Creme Reger au Nell, come Simbkin and Bell 24 
Come Reſalindu, ah, come ard ſee ibid 
Gontented all day I vill fit at your fide 2 5 
Cid god of deft perſaſon 26 
Ceme ze party jargling fwtins | 27 
Cane, live with me, and be my love 28 
Canis all you young lovers, who, wan with d:ſpair 179 
Came come, bid adieu to fear | 181 
bmi hither ye jolly ye mo and gay 208 

Ear Chlee, whilſt thus beyond meaſure 29 

ke Dear Sylvia no langer my paſſion deſpiſe 30 
Didhure, my pretty maid, | | 9232 
Di Daphne turn thy ns \ 192 


r Hebe I left æviib a cautions defron 


3 

Fair Kitty beautiful and young 1510 
Aartrorll my Paſlora, no longer your fevain \ 38 
Hie from lorrow, free from flrife- | „ ibi 
n long bing the ecean, and threſpins mounſeer 36 
Fram the man <wmom 4 love tho) ny heart I diſeuiſt. 37 
Free tyravt lasst and wiſtoms fire | 38 
Fax than be of ning lilies | 181 
** 8 Fair 


I; Ni D E Xi tit 


Fair is the ſwan, the ermine white 182 
From flow r to flower the 8 5 183 
Wuile gales, in pity — 340 
/F Gentle youth, ab tell me ⁊uly 89 
Go, roſe, my Chloe's beJom grace ibid 
Go, eek eme nymph of humbier lot 183 
Co tungſul bird that glad. - Kies 184 
Appy the mes awhole xvifb and care 40 
Hark ! hark ! oer the plains what glad trinxults 
awe hear 41 
Hark, hark ye, Low echoes the horn in the male, 42 
Hart ! the birds begin their lay ow 
Hart, the horn cclls away. + 2 44 
Hark ! "tis I, your 0521 true lower 48 
He that a cuckold is, let it not grieve him - 46 
Hape! thou nurſe of young de/ire. 47 
* Hoaw bleſt the maid whoſe beſous 48 
How blithe ævas I cach ann to Ve ibid 
Hoco gentle aba thy Daman's air 6 4 
Haw happy a fate does @ miller paſſiſi . } 1% 
How happy Were My aus tl] now 51 
Hew little do the laudmeu Ana 52 
How much Japeri tor beauty ave; | ibid 
Haſte, baſte, ec ry nymph, and cach ſtubain, i thegr G N. 
Hiſt, hiſt ; I bear my nos her call 185 
How brim full of nothing's the life of a beer _ 189 
Hud 1 but the wings of @ dowe 2303 
Hude ou any pots on pars, 213 
1 | | 
Am young, and I am friendigs 53 
V ever a fond inclination — 421d 
if ker ve's a ſaveet paſſion, be can ut 11: not Fo 


ober the cruel tyrant ts ve 
If ihat's all you avant, U the plagte vill be ſorry 151 
A2 P.4 


iv IN D E KX. 
Nl fing of my lover all night and all dag 56 
I made to Kate | 57 
Inet in our village a ſwain 'tother day 5 

Jam married, and happy : with wonder hear this 59 
In all the ſex ſome charms I find 60 


In @ pleaſant cottage, conveniently neat 61 
In infancy cur hepes and fears 62 
In love Aale there meet a fond pair | ibid 
I told my nymph I told her true 63 
In April when primreſes paint the ſcuect plain 205 
Jocty ſaid to Jenny, Jy, wilt thou dot 216 
Kt gay ones and great 63 
Let me wander not unſeen | — 8 
Let rakes for pleaſure range the town ibi 
Let the grave and the gay 66 
Lowe's a ſaucet and ſoft muſician 67 
Laſt aucel in the grove | 197 
Let miſers hug their darling flore 200 
. 'M 
; Y banks are all cover d with bees 68 
My days have been ſo wondrous free 69 
air, ye ſwains, is gone aftr 70 
My fond ſvepherds of late were % bleſt 71 
My. former lime how briſt and gay 72 
My heart's my au, my will is free ibid 


My mother would ſuin hawe eblig'd me to wed 190 
N 


Zar a thick grove whoſe deep ember) ring ſpade 7 3 
Near the ſide of a pond at the foot of & hill 75 

o nymph that trips the verdant plains 76 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds oer the plains 77 


Nox the happy knot is ty'd | 7 
Vor far from town a country ſquire 194 
Now gay furmer's ripen d Bloom 196 
New ie pant on Thetis breaſt 202 


INDE X. 


O 
Das my life ! ſearch England over 


O'er moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 


* and bare 
OY] had I been by fate decreed © N 
Oh ! hoa all I in language weak 

© Once more II tune the vocal ſpell 
Once the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofzal feaſt 
One morning young Roger accoſted me thus 
On ! neighbour ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this 
O true content ! ſecure from harms 

O Sawney why leav'f} thou thy Nelly to mourn 
® Of all the various ſtates of life, 
O BH Bell and Mary oO 


Ho ! pox o'this nonſenſe, I prithee give ver 


* Phabus meaner themes d iſdaining 
R 


Ail no more, ye learned afſes, 


| Return'd from the heath-breathing chace 
8 


5 Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 
Still in hopes to get the better 

Since Hodge proves ungrateful no further Dll ſeek 
Sylvia wilt thou waſte thy time 
Sure Sally is the lowelieft laſs 

Since nothing but novelty pleaſes the town 

Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur d like me 

T 
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N. Puſh about the briſk bowl, tauillenli ven the heart 89 


201 


90 
187 


91 
2 
154 
ibid 
157 
192 
195 


Hat Jenny my friend, my delight and my pride 91 


1 That May-day of lift is for pleaſure 
The breed came forth fk -4 fa N 
T he ecchoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
7 ve bane? heents, whoſe thoughts are clear 


94 
95 
97 
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The 
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vi IN D E x. 


The lars forill note axvakes the mern 99 
The miſer thus a-fhilling ſees. C446 ibid 
Then hey for a frelickſome life * 100 
The ſhrpherd's plain J. ife hid 
| The /olaier tir d of war's alarms © 1013 
The ſun from the enſt tips the mount ains ue geld 1bid | 
The Sun, like any bridegroum 6 * 102 
The traveller benighted | 104 ® 
7 he women all tell me I'm falſe to Jon 44 ibid 3s 
The world is a well furniſb d table 106 
The world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit ibid 7 
There was ayolly miller once 107 
There's grinder's enough, Sirs, of c 'y degree ibid 
Think, my faireſt, hixv delay 1088 
'Tis a twelvemonth Ke, nay, perhaps they are x 
iabain ibid. 
F To dear \Amaryllis young Strephon hed long 109 
4 To keep my gentle Teſje 110 
*Tavas when the ſeas were 1 caring ibid 5 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 158 
The nymph that 4 hd was as chearful as day 159 
The Jun i in virgin luſtre ſhone 160 | 
The virgin auhen Joften'd by May 161 
T Chloe's out 6f faſhion | 162 17 
Thy father ! away {—1 rencunce the fei (a i 163, 1 
*T is not wealth, it is not birth _— 
Ta eaſe his heart, and own bis flame ibid 7 
= To Haondi!'s pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 165 17 
; Thou radiant ſun triumphant riſe 188 & 
; The bird that hears her neftlings cry | 206 77 
i The * iphers, moraliſts, * aud tb 210 BY 
3 | i Wy 
Ain is beauty' 5 gaudy fob 172 # 
8 Vain is err ford endeavour ibid # 4/ 
- Pirgins are like the fair flower in 105 taftre 113 27 


Tala now ye ferive to charm me | 166 . 


I N D E X. vii 


W 
As ever poor fellow jo plagu'd with a vixen 1 ! 3 
1 Water, parted from the gen 114 
on ell met pretty nymph Jays a jelly young ſiuain 115 
1d ell, well , ay no mere ibid 
o2 Mere JI as poor as wwretch can be 116 
04 3 V. e women like tveak Indians trade ibick 
ud „ hat means that tender*fiah my dear 117 
6 | bat ſpepherd er nymphs of the grove _ . ibid 
1d 5 l beu all the Attic fire was fled 119 
07 RF hen a maid in way of marriage ibid 
id l her b/ uſes ay d the cheek of morn 120 
8 * hen Britain firſt at heaven's command 121 
. bence can you inherit 122 
id When dajies py'd, and witlets blue I23 
9 RH ben fairies dance round on the grafs I24 
0 ; When ferd from d:ar Hebe to go 125 
id MY ben I was a young one, what girl c bir like we 126 
8 ben lale I wander'd ver the plain 127 
9 When mighty roaſt beef cas the Engliſhman's food 128 
o Nen once I with Fhilander tray d 129 
1 ben cuce love's ſaòtile poifon gams 130 
2 i ben Plirbus the tops of the hills does adorn ibid 
3 ben trees did bud ani fields were green 131 
4 en ave fee a lower languifh 132 
id th the man that I la ve, wes I d:flin'd to duell ibid 
5 Ahe you meet a tender creature 133 
| Where fpall Celia fly for foelter ibid 
0 BB Wherever I'm going, and all the day long 134 
© While beauxs t9 "plea '/e the lads write | 135 
I bod ina the ſweets of iberty | 136 
2 Aol bu a heart Myr Tilla cries 137 
d , heaves my fond bofor ab] avhat can it mean 138 
3 Why hows now, Miſt pert ibid 
6 BF 17 _ and with huwds I wvaken the day 139 


ar T7”: 1 fe ee en thighs the Bel; VECTOR RP Ween ibid 
IFan'd 


* 
ks o 


viii ND 
Nou d you tafte the noon tide air 140 


Was I fure a life to lead © 166 ® 


Mell, come, let us hear what the fwain muſt poſſeſs 167 


Il ben ibe nymphs were contending for beauty & fame 168 þ 


While others barter eaſe for late | 169 
Wauld you with her you love be bleft 170 | 
While Phillis is drinking, love and wine in alliance 187 
When the trees are all bare not a leaf to be ſeen 190 


Why Colin muft your W 199 
VE cheorful wirgins have ye ſeen "1 40 
; Ye fair married dames awho fo ofien acplore 241 
Fe fair who ſpine through Britain's iſ/e 142 
Ze mortals whem fancy and troubles perplex 144 
Tes, I'm in love, I feel it now ibid 
Ze true honeſt Britons, «who love your own land 145 
Ye wirgins, attend | 146 
Toung Colin protefts I'm his jey and dilight 147 
Young Colin was the bonieft ſroain 148. 
Young Daphne was the prettieſt maid 149 
Yeung 1 am, and ſore afraid 150 


Tung Teckey he courted faveet Moggy fo fair 151 


Young _ who lives at the foot of the hill 152 


Young Phillis one morning a maying would go 153 
Toung Strephon, a ſhepherd, the pride of the plain ibid 
You Jay. at your feet that I wept in deſpair 154 
Yeu 2 me 1'm bandſome, (1 knew not how true) 1 55 
Tru ve ſure forget dear mother mine ibid 
Lu wile pack of vagabonds ! what do ye meen 156 
Te belles and btaus, attend my ſong 170 
Veld ubo avill to form a martyr 171 


Ning Stret bon long doated on Pherbe the fair 173 


Young Strephon, the artle/s, the dangerous fwain 174 


You ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue 175 
nps and ye ſhepherds that join in the throng 196 
TH mortals wha ferrovs and troub/r attend 208 
F< T H 7 
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ENGLISH SONGSTER. 


77 


$ONG. E oa 
The LUCKY FALL. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Band of Cupid's t'other day, 
Were in a myrtle grove, K 

Till tir'd of ev'ry boyiſh play, K 

They made a match to rove; you 
* But where?“ cry'd one (the cock of all) 

Let's fix upon a place: 
Hang Paphos and Olympus hall; 

* I vote for Chloe's face.” 


No ſooner ſaid than off they flew ; 
And gathering round the fair, 
As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there ; 
B 


— The LARK; 


. Some on ber lips, her noſe, and chin ; 
A ſcore on either cheek, 
While fifty to her eyes went in 


I To play at hide and ſeek. ; 
But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, L 
© The wranglers to have heard, Y 

For place diſputing all the while, 
Tho! each his own preferr'd: 
Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 
And creeping down, in _— cry'd, 
„Who's ſtation's now the beſt ?” 


bebo 
SONG II. 


1 Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
. A And baniſhes deſpair; 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 

Make him, ye gods, your care. 


| Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
2 My tender. grief remove; 

1 Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
| And guide me to my love. 


They in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
he penſive Czlia mourn'd, 

” While courteous Echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Each riſing fear diſarms, 

He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
She ſinks into his arms. 


SONG 


SONG III. 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


LE XIS, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, 
Has often declar'd I'm the nymph to his mind : 

I think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive ; 

But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe. 


He brought me this roſe that you ſee in my breaſt ; 
He begg'd me to take it, and figh'd out the reſt : 

I cou'd not do leſs than the favour receive; 

And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe. 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 

How bright, and how lovely, it ſeems to the view! 

Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe. muſt 
conceive 

I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My flocks he attends . if they ſtray ſrom the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain ; 

Then begs, a dear kiſs for his labour PI give 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 
And tells me ſweet ſtories from morning to eve; 


Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die ; 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye; 
And as ſoon as he aſks me his pain to relieve, 
With joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


B 2 SONG 


The L ARK; 
| 250 $ONG V. . 
The Wards by Mr. Gay. 11 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ftreamers waving in the wind, 
When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh ! where ſhall I my true-love find ? 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew ? 


William, who high, upon the yard, 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 
* Soon' as her well-known voice he heard, 
He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below; 
The cords flies ſwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


80 the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might enyy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan ! lovely. dear! 

My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me wipe off that falling tear: 
Me only part to meet again. 
| = wo 91" ye lift, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, g 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind - F 
They'll tell thee failors, when away, 
In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find : N 
5 Ves, 


— —ũ—6hũ — — 
— 
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- — 
» 6 4 
ö L 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER 5 


Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we fail, 
$ Thine eyes are ſeen in di'monds bright; 
y breath in Afric's ſpicy -gale ; 
Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white: 

Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view 
ZWakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho? cannous roar, yet ſafe from harms 
William ſhall to his dear return : 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread, 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; | 
They kiſs'd, ſhe ſigh'd, he hung his head: 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land; 
ZE Adiev! the cry'd, and wav'd her lilly hand. 


e e . K. & .. c... & c k. c &. E. 
5 ene 
Sung by Mis Poirisx, in Thomas and Sally. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


LL you who would with to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 
For, if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll loſe her as ſure as a gun. 


With 


6 The L AR K; 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run ; 
She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you as ſure as a gun, 
To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is fine ! 7 


But, mark you the conſequence, mun ; 


: 


The baggage will think herſelf really divine, 10 

And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. . 

Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and font, 
And no opportunity ſhun ; 


| She'll tell you ſhe hates you, and ſwear ſhe'll cry out; | 
But mum — ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


2 4 


SONG VI. 
Sung by Mr. DonsTar, in Love in a Village. 


Plague 8 wenches! they make ſuch a 
cr, | 
When uy have let'n a man have his wil! ; 
They're always a whining for ſomething or other, 
| And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 
What thof he ſpeak em ne'er fo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on: 
You cannot perſuade 'em, 
*Till promiſe you've made *cm ; 
And after they've got it, 
"They'll teil you-——ad rot it! 
Their character's blaſted. they're ruin'd, undone : 
And then to be farc, Sir, 
There is but one cure, Sir; 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 
45 SONG VII. 
1 Set by Dr. Arne. The Werds by Mr. Prior. 


| S Chloe came into the room other day, 
[ pezviſh began, Where ſo long coula you ſlay ? 

la your life-time you never regarded your hour; 
vou promis'd at two, but—look, child! ris four: 
FA lady's watch needs neither fingers nor wheels; 

Tis enough that tis loaded with baubles and ſeals : 
A tempter fo heedleſs no mortal can bear, — 

"Fhus far I went on with a reſolute air, 

Thus far I went os with a reſolute air. 


* Jord, bleſs me! ſays ſhe, let a body but ſpeak , 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fall'n into my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left fide my breaſt what a mark it has made ! 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs difplay'd : 

That fcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 
Aud forgot ev'ry word I defign'd to have ſaid. 


$$++$$5$650060550446+ 
SONG VIL 
Sung at Ranclagh. 


As Colin rang'd early one morning in ſpring, 
To hear the wood's choriſters warble and fin2 g 

cung Phoebe he faw ſupinely was laid, 

ad thus in ſweet melody ſung the fr maid, 

nd thus, &c. 


8 Zr IL. ANR; 


Of all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since ſifteen long winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray d, 

To live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ? 
To live, &c. ar. 


Ye heroes triumphant by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot'ries to love, yet undutiful of me; | 
Of proweſs approv'd, of no dangers afraid, ; 
Will you ſtand by like daſtards, and ſee me a maid ? 
Will you, &c. J 


Ve counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent tongue, 
Can do what you pleaſe, with right and with wrong; 
Can it be or by law, or by equity ſaid, 2 
That a comely young girl ought to die an old maid? 7 
That a comely, &c. | 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent {kill 
Can fave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
We is ſick, very ſick, of remaining a mail. 
Who is ſick, &c, 


Ye fops, I invoke not to lift” to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ye echoes of echo, ye ſhadows of ſhade ; 
For if I had you, I might ſtill be a maid. 
For if, &c. 


Voung Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
Then whiſper'd relief, like a kind-hearted ſwain; 
And Phcebe, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid 
. Of being . and dying a maid. 

Of being neglected, and dying a maid. 


SONG 


id? 


2; 


d? 


SONG IX. 
The HAPPY MEETING. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Berg. 


S Tammie gay gang'd blithe his way, 
A — 3 of Tweed; F 
A bonuy laſs as ever was, 

Came tripping 0'er the mead : 
The hearty ſwaln, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph fſurvey'd ; 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here? 

My ews, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where; 

To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee ; 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, fo trim and neat, 


Iſe ſeek the ews with thee. 


She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But hk'd the youth's intent ; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went : 

The birds fang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around ; 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lover's crown'd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r) 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the — hour ; 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 


The 
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Ihe bonny lad raw'd, in his plaid, 
| q The laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 
| 
| 


She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 
And he to gang to town. 


SET pp rn es 
SONG X. 


IT In the Oratorio of Suſanna. 


SK if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet 
That ſcents the ambient air; 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſanna's fair. 


Say, will the vulture quit his prey, 
And warble thro' the grove ? 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, 

Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


13 The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 

7 Let pride and ſplendor ſhine; 

3 Ye bards, unenvy'd laurels wear, 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 


e e t --- 
5 SONG XL 
The DUST-CART. favourite Cantata. 


S tinker Tom thro? ſtreets his trade did cry, 
+ He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſling by; 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waitt : 
Tom with uplifted hands th' occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, the maid addreſt. 


/ Alx. 
/ 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 1 


Alx. 


O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
You take up duſt, to ſteal our hearts: 
That mine is gone, alas! is true, 

And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again ; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart ; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again. 


RECETATIVE. 


Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 

Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 

She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded as the cart drew on, 

And then, relolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, ſtop, John, 


AIX. 


Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 

he by a paultry croud oppreſt ? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 
The youths ſhall languiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart, 


C2 SONG 
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SONG XII. 
Sung by Mil, Brent, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


r ſpirits guard my love, 
In time of danger near him *bide ; 


With out - ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ſhot aſide. 


And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh ! may you then with me accord ; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave ; 
Like airs that o'er the gardens ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft in ſighs, and gentle heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, halycon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſls ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
| My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
| And harbours ſafe in thoſe fond arms. 


F ee of ee 2. 
| SONG XUIL. 

Sung in Alfred. Set by Dr. Arne. 
Av ſweet meſſenger of morn, 


| With thy Te _ _ adorn ; 
For, long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 

This, ſhall be Fe ring 

See ! morn appears; a roſy hue 

Steals ſoft o'er yonder orient blue : 


Well are we met in trim array, h 


_ To frolic out this holliday. Fach 


» 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 3 


Each nymph, be like the bluſhing morn, 
That gaily brightens o'er the lawn; 
„like the ſun be gay, 


C SS ISSSIISEESS 


SONG XIV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


S I went o'er the meadows, no matter the day, 
A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that way; 
I was going to fair all fo bonny and gay. 

He 8 mo jo lot him go with me there ; 

No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, I ſwear ; 

Pl buy you a fairing to put in your hair. 

You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile ; 

We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile: 

Pre a ftory to tell, that will charm you the while. 

To go with him farther I did not much care ; 

But fill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare ; 

For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. 


To make me more eaſy, he faid all he could: 

I threatn'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good ; 

For I'd not for the world he ſhould dare to be rude. 
Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt year; 
If he ſhould do fo, L would go no more there, 
Tho? I long'd c'er fo much for a gift from the fair. 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no; 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he wou'd grow: 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go) 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his hae * 

No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands will I wear, 
Nor go, while I live, for a gift to the fair. 

: SONG 
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$ONG XV. 


Sang by Miſs HATLLAu, in Love in a Village, 
ELIEE me, dear aunt, 
If you rave thus, and rant, 
You'll never a lover perſuade ; 
The men will all fly, 
And leave you to die 
(O, terrible chance !) an old maid, 
How happy the laſs, - 
Muſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virginity *ſcapes ! 
Twere better on earth 
Have five brats at a birth, 
Tban in hell be a leader of apes. 


$$4+460644 4444445 4464 44 
SONG XVI. 


Sung in As you like it. 


| LOW, blow, thou winter's wind! 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind, 
As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not ſo keen, 
- Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
'Fhy tooth it is not ſeen, 

_ Becauſe thou art not ſeen, | 
Altho' tny breath be rude, 
Altho' thy breath be rude. 

. Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky ; 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

.. Thou doſt not bite fo nigh, 
As beneſits forgot: 


Or ENGLISH SONGSTER, Is 


Tho? thou the waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not fo ſharp, 
Tho? thou the waters warp, 
Thy fting is not ſo ſharp, 
s friends remember'd not, 
As friend's remember'd not. 


Sung by Mr. ads 2 Set to Mufic by 


Y my ſighs you may diſcover 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak, and tell the lover 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhiag ſhame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove ; 

But 'tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love. 


344 eee eee id bo tt 


SONG XVII, 
Set by Dr. Boyce, 


ID me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow; 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
| Languid and flow ſcarce creeps: along ; 
Then bids me court Sobrietx. 


Nature 


+ 


—— — — — 


x. 


— — — —— —— —̃ 22x — l. — Ee ER. ER. 2 
9 = - 4 4 
= 


16 The L AR E; 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene 


Unerring e, could only mean, 
That Kg wb — — deſire. 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
(Inverting Nature's law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's high bloom, 
No !—let me waſte the frolic May 
In wanton joys and wild exceſs: 


In revel f. and lauphter pay, 
And *. ny and roſy — 
Woman, the ſoul of all d. ights, 
And wine the aid or Tove, be near 
All charms me that to joy incites, 
And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair. 


$$$$4$$044-4$4444+44+44 
SONG XI. 
The MODEST QUESTION. 
AN love be controul'd by advice ? 
Can madneſs and on agree? 
O Molly! who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs is loving of thee ? 
Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The joys they want ſpirits to tafte ; 
Let me ſeize old Time as he flies, 


And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 
Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares ; 

Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; - 
Too ſoon we may meet with 1 i 
Foo ſoon may repent being coy: 


Then 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 15 


Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay, 

Till our blood. begins to run cold ? 
Our youth we can have but to-day ; 

We may always find time to grow old. 


E - - e E 
SONG XX. 


DAMON and FLORELLA. 4 Dialogue. 
Sung in the Sorcerer, | 


He. AST, my love, thine eyes arround, 
See the ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gayly decks the gro 
All in honour of the May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


She. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy Toft perſuaſive tongue 
Often held me in the dale : 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


He, Not the verdure of the grove, 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r, 
Nor the meads .where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can delight thy Damon's eye, 

If Florella is not by. 


She, Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the banks with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 
en Nor the flute's melodious ſounds, * 
D Can 


1 
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Can delight Florella's ear, 
I her Damon is not near. 


He. Let us love, and let us live 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay; 
Baniſn care, and let us give 

Tribute to the fragrant . 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


SONG XXI. 


Sung by Miſs BsixT, zu Love in a Village. 


ASE, gay ſeducers, pride to take 

Ia triumphs o'er the fair, 

Since clowns as well can act the rake, 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 5 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go? 

In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe. 


444444 6644-646 $44 
8 SONG XXII. 
Sung by Mr. Cnaurxrss, in Harlequin's Invaſion, 


| | Set by Dr. Boyce, : 
OME cheer up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
1 C To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 
| 5 To honour we call you, not preis you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves ? 
_—_—_— | G Chorus, 


* 


"x 
= * 7 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 19 


Chorus. 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men; 
We are always ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady ; 

We'll fight, and we'll conquer, again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay; 

They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away : 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore; 

For if they won't fight us we cannot do more, 
Heart of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, thoſe terrible foes, 

They'll frighten our women, and children and beaus; 

But ſhould their flat bott oms in darkneſs get er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore, 
Heart of oak, &c. 


We oy make them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
weat, 
In ſpite of the Devil and Bruſſels Gazette 
Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us fing 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Heart of oak, &c. 


. SONG XXII. 
NUMBERLESS KISSES. 


Sung by Mr. Lows, at Marybone-Gardens. 


N O ME, Chloe, and give me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no gut ever gave z 
þ 2 


. | 
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1 But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 

| Doſt aſk me how many I'd have? 
1 I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure; 

| Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For, fince | love thee beyond meaſure, 
1 To numbers I'Il ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing; 
Count the flowers that enamel the fields; 
Wl Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
| I fiall ſhall be aſking for more. 


1 To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
1 A heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
= In my arins let me ever infold thee, 
| Ard circle thee round, like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this 1s ? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent : 
The wretch that can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 


fe - tf f . .. 
SONG XXIV. 


Sung by Mr. Marrocks, and Miſs BRENT, in 
Thomas ang Sally. 


Mr. Mattocks. 
- FOME, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd; 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, andrant it away ; 
Pl give you this purſe, and, hark you, beſide 


: 


- 
* , 
. 


We ll kiſs, and we'll toy, all the long ſummer's * 
F " | 118 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 2t 


Miſs Brent. 
Of kiſling and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 

Should poor hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught ; 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd ; 

The heart's not worth gaining which is to be 


bought. 
h Mr. Mattocks. 
Fear not, my dear Sally, the world's buſy tongue; 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 
Then laugh as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle-tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 
Miſs Brent. 
If only the fear of the world made me ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown ; 
Their pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy; 
But how, tell me how, I could purchaſe my own. 
Mr. Mattocks. 
Leave morals to grey beards; thoſe lips were deſign'd 
For better employment | 
Miſs Brent. 
— = — I'll not be a whore, 
Mr. Mattocks. 
O fie, child! love bids you be rich and be kind; 
. Miſs Brent. 
But virtue commands me, Be honeſt and poor. 


EE AAA AA AASY 
SONG XXV. 
Sung by Mr. CInBER, i= The Winter's Tale. 
Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


OME, come, my good ſhepherd, our flocks we 
muſt ſhear ; 


In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 


— 


The 


* 
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The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free ; * 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we ? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught ; 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

| | What we think in our hearts you — read in our eyes 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


„ 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we all the children of Nature are bred: 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt. 


The giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door ; 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray, 


CCC 
SONG XXVI, » 


* Sung by Mrr. Clive, in the Farce of High Life be- 
Xx low Stairs. Set by Mr, Battiſhill, 


OME here, fellow ſervants, and lifen to me, 
PI ſhew you how thoſe of ſuperior degree 
Are only dependents, no better than we, 
Are only dependents, no better than we. 


Chorus. 


Both high and low in this do agree, 


Lis here fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 
and all in a livery, 2 Tis 


8 


The fat ſhining glutton looks up to his ſhelf, 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 23 


"Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 
and all in a livery, all in a livery. 


See yonder fine ſpark in embroidery dreſt, 

Who bows to the great, and, if they ſmile, is bleſt ; 

What is he, i'faith, but a ſervant at beſt ? J 
Both high, &c. 


Nature made all alike, no diſtinction ſhe craves, 

So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its 
knaves ; . 

For we are all ſervants, but they are all ſlaves, 
Both high, &c. 


The wrinkled lean miſer bows down to his pelf, 
And the curl-pated beau is a ſlave to himſelf, 
Both high, &c. 


The gay ſparkling belle, who the whole town alarms, 
And with eyes, lip, and neck, ſets the ſmarts all in 
arms, | 
Is a vaſſal herſelf, a mere drudge to her charms. 
Both high, &c. 


Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh, ſing, 
and love ; | 

And when ſick of one place, to another we'll move, 

For with little and great, the beſt joy is to rove. 


Chorus. 
Both high and low in this do agree, 
*T'is here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 
and all in a livery. 
*Tis here, fellow ſervant, and there, fellow ſervant, 
and all in a livery, all in a livery. 
SONG 
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8 ON Nun. 


Sung in the Entertainment of Harlequin Sorcerer, 


OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
At Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With ſin ing and dancing, in pleaſure pfivancing, 
To 2 harveſt home 
*Tis Ceres bids play, and keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
Jo celebrate harveſt home. 


Our labour is oer, our barns in full ſtore, 

Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 

Let each man then take, for his prong and his rake, 
His can and his lafs in his hand : 

For Ceres, &c, 


No courtier can be ſo happy as ve, 0 
In inocence, paſtime, and mirth, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweetheart or ſoult, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 
When Ceres bids play and ketp holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 
Io celebrate harveſt home. 


eee dotted - 
| SONG XXVIL. 


Set by Dr. Arne. 


OME, Roſalinda, oh, come and ſee 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee ; 
The flow'rs in a!l their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 
| The fields their gayeſt beauties wear: 


The 


* 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 25 


The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love, 
Now warble out their 200gs of love ; 


Far thee they ſing, and ro 


s bloom, 


, And Colin thee invites to come, 
| And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come Roſalind, and Colin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine: 
If love and Roſalind be near, 
"Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 
Come ſee a cottage and a ſwain: 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
e, Leave all behind no longer ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


C AY 
SON G XXVII. 


95 Sung by Mr. Braxb, and Mr. VEA NON, in The 
Chaplet. 


Damon. 
ON TENTED all day I will fit at your fide, 
(; Where poplars far ſtretching o'er arch the cool 
tide ; 
+ And while the clear river runs purling along, 
"The thruſh and the linnet contend in their 3 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 
Laura. | | 
While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; 
Bound on, 2 * kids, now your gambols may 
pleaſe, 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my hcart is at eaſe, 
For wy ſhepherd, &c, 
y E Damon. 
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Damon. 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
'The with of each heart, and the theme of each lay ; 
Ne'er yield to the ſwain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life, 


. Leonora. 7 
Ye 1 who fear naught but the frowns of the 
r, 
Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, 
Nor betray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend, 
Nor betray, &c. 


Dueito. 


For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd ; 

Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found: 

Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
*To preſerve 4 their age what they gain'd in their 
outh, 

To 8 in their age what they gain'd in their 
youth. . 


DF 
0 5 SONG XXIX. | 
Sung by Miſs HALLAu, in Love in a Village. 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs lover's part: 
Seize, oh ſeize, ſome kind occaſion 
To reward a faithful heart. 


aftly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants or more cruel kind, 
| ole who would enſlave the mind. 
Cupid, god of, kee. 


What 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 27 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 


SONG XXX. 
The INVITATION. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, Mrs. Vixckxr, Mrs. Colter, 
and Miſs Davis, at Marybone-Gardens, 
Mrs. Vincent. 
OME ye party jangling ſwains, 
C Leave your flocks, and quit the plains ; 
Friends to country, or to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 
Chorus. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome every friendly gueſt. 
Mr. Lowe. 
Sprightly widows come away; 
Laughing dames, and virgins gay ; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring miſſes, 
(Smiling hopes of future bliſſes.) 
Exer welcome, &c. 
Mrs. Colle. 
All that rip'ning ſun can bring, 
Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 
In one varying ſcene we ſhow, f 
The green, che ripe, the bud, the blow. 
Ever welcome, &c. 
: Miſs Davies. 
Comus jeſting, muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, mo warming; 
7 2 
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Rage and party-malice dies, 

Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome 'ev'ry friendly gueſt. 


s ON G XXXI 
The Words from Shakeſpear. Sung at Ranelagh. 


FYOME, live with me, and bemy love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 

'That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
Near ſhallow rivers by whoſe falls 
Melodious biras ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee bed» of roſes, 
With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 

A cap of flowers, with a girdle 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 
A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs. we pull. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 


Fair linn'd ſlipper for the cold, 
With buckles of the pureſt gold; 
A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 
And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds : 
The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be wy love. 


SONG 


* 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 


SONG XXXII. 


COLIN eG LATIN T. 


E AR Chloe, whilſt thus beyond meaſure, 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, 


You rob all our youth of its pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain : 
Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 

On charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its dictates obey. 


The paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve ; 
Soft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 
Fruition's the ſun-ſhine of love: 
And tho? the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are ſo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, 
We ne'er can forget it was day. 


Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 
You've often regarded with wonder; 
He's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 
Together they totter about, 
And ſit in the ſun at the door, 
And at night, when old Darby's pot's ont, 
His Joan will not ſmoke a whitf more. 


No beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 

Their ſeveral failings to ſmother; 

Then what are the charms, can vou gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 
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Tis the + remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beſtow ; 

The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and ruth, 
The beſt of all bleſſings below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Which ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the — of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows, | 
By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe ; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decripid old-age cannot freeze. 
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SONG XXXIIL | 

DAMON and SYLVIA, A Dialogue. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


Damon. 


E AR Sylvia no longer my paſſion deſſ = s 
Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes, 
Nor arm thus with terror thoſe beautiful eyes : 
They become not diſdain, but moſt charming would | 
rove, 
If once mp were ſoftn'd with ſmiles and with love, 
If once they were foften'd with ſmiles and with love. 
Sylvia. 


While | with a ſmile can each ſhe * ſubdue, 

Oh Damon, I muſt not be ſoften'd by you, 

Oh Damon, &c. 

Nor fondly give up, in an unguarded hour, 

The pride of us women, unlimitted pow'r. 6 N 

The pride, &c. Damen. N 
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A Damon. | 
Tho' power, my dear, be to deities giv'n, 
Yet generous pity's the darling of heav'n, 
Yet generous, &c, 
Oh then be that pity extended to me, 
I'll kneel and admire no goddeſs but thee, 
Pl kneel, &c. 


Sylvia. 


Suppoſe to your ſuit I ſhould liſten a while, 
And only for pity's ſake grant you a ſmile, 
And only, &c. - 

Damon. 


Nay ſtop not at that, but your kindneſs improve, 
And let gentle pity be ripen'd to love, 
And let, &c. 

Sylvia. 
Well then, faithful ſwain, I'll examine my heart, 
And if it be poſſible, grant you a part, 
And if, &cc. 

Damon. 


Now that's like yourſelf, like an angel expreſs'd; 
For, grant me hut part, and I'll ſoon ſteal the reſt, 
For, grant, &c. | | 

Both, 


Take heed, ye fair maids, and with caution believe; 
For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive, 

For love's an intruder, and apt to deceive : 

When once the leaſt part the fly urchin has gain'd, 
You'll ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain'd, 

: You'll ne'er be at eaſe till the whole is obtain'd. 


SONG 


[982 - ”r The LAR R; 
| SO NG | XXXIV. 
Sung hy by Mrs. Beard, in The' Chaplet. 


ECLARE, my pretty maid, 
Muſt my fond ſuit mi ? 
ith you PI toy, Pl -kifs and play; 
But hang me if I marry, hang me if I marry : 
Wich you III toy I' kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry, | 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let my tongue ; 
Wich you UII toy, Pll kiſs and play; 
But hang me if 1 marry : 
With you, &. 


Tho? charms and wit aſſail, 
The ſtroke 1 well can parry : 
I love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to marry: 
J love, &c. 


Young Molly of the dale | 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry ; 
Becauſe, when they had toy'd and kift'd, 
The fooliſh ſwain would marry ; 
Becauſe, &c. | 


Theſe fd reſolves, my dear, 


I to the grave will 2 g 
With you 1 toy, and kiſs and play; - 
But me if I marry.— hang me if I marry : 
With you Ill toy, and kiſs and play; 


But hang me if I marry, 


SONG 
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SONG XXXV. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 
F To 'ſcape from her charms, and to drown dem 
in wine; | 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid. 

Who paus'd N caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd; | 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my | 

That Hebe was fairett of all that was fair. RM 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught; 
I came for your counſel, to find out a fault: | 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 

To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name. 


What hopes then, alas of relief from my pain. 

While, like light'ning, ſhe darts thro* each throbbing 
vein? . 

My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


S O NG XXXVI 
KITTY; or, The FEMALE PHAE TON. 
| Set by Dr. Arne, aud ſung at Vauxhall, 
The Words iy Wr. Prior. 


AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as = * 


Beſpoke 


— — — - _ _ : 
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Beſpoke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd; 

Inflam'd with rage and fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mamma obtain'd, 

And ſorely vex d to play the faint, 

While wit and beauty reign'd, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 

While wit and beauty reign'd. 


... Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins? 
At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts hy dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, 'than I, 
What hidden charms to' boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt? | 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
„While 1 am ſcarce a toaſt, 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try ; 
I'll have my earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 
Fond love prevall'd mamma gave way; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And et the world on fire, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 
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SONG XXXVI. 


Sung in the Chaplet. 


AREWELL my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite fick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain : 
Nay arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain ; 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once again. 
Sing tol derol derol, 
Derol tel lol derol lol lol; 
Sing tol derol lol lol lol derol. 


P11 live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tennants of May, 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay ; 

How ſweetly their ſonnets they carrol all day ! 

Their love is but frolie, their courtſhip but play. 
Sing tol derol, &c. 


If ſtruck by a beauty they neer ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore : 

She yields to intreaty ; and when the fit's o'er, 

*Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 
Sing tol derol, &c | 


e e e- ntl gt ts to 
SON G XXXVIIL 
| In the New Engliſh Opera of The Maid of the Mi 


CHORUS, : 
REE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 
Oh how bleſt the muller's life! 
Chearful working thro? the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away, 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's griſt 3 make him gay. 
2 . 


II. 


Dover. 
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N Dur. 91 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſin 
By indulgent. fortune ſent. of 


What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 


eee 
SONG XXXIX. 


Sung by Mr. Brand, in Thomas and Sally. 
ROM ploughing the ocean, and threſhing moun- 


ſeer, 
In Old England we're landed once more ; 
Your hands, my brave comerades, halloo, boys, what 
cheer | 5 
For a ſailor that's juſt come aſhore 


Thoſe heQtoring blades thought to ſcar us, no doubt, 


And to cut us and flaſh us—Morblieu ? 
But hold there—avaſt—they were plaguily out ; 
We have ſlic'd them, and pepper'd them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence 
| 7 dons. he 
Yon invaders ſhall ſoon do you right; 

The Lion mav rouſe, when he hears the cock crow, 
Bui ſhould never be put in a fright. 


You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your damn'd party and idle conteſt ; 

And let all your flrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhail fight tor his country beſt, 


A ſeafaring ſpark if the maids can affect, 
Bid the ſimpering gipſies lobk tot; 
Sound bottoms they'll find us, in ev'ry reſpect, 


And our pockets well laden to boot. The | 


\ 
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The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 


Have more art to perſuade and the like; 
But ware thoſe falſe colours for better, for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


Now long live the king! may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction, afraid; 

May Britain's proud flag till exult o'er the main, 
At all points of the compaſs diiplay'd ! 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorms overwhelm, 
Steady, ſteady, and ſafe may ſhe fail; 

No ignorant pilots e'er fit at our helm, 
Or her anchor of Liberty fail. 
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SONG XL 


Sung in The Repriſal 
ROM the man whom I love tho' my heart I 
; . diſguiſe, n 
1 will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow : 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboan ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, &c. 


As a vulture rapicious, in falſhood a for ; 

Inconſtant as waves and unfe2ling as rocks: 

As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 

As a tyger, &c. ; Ia 
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In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather : 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


TCC 
80 NG XII. 


DUE T TO. Sung in Cemus, Scr by Dr. Arne. 


R OM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
F We follow ſweet variety; 

By turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Time for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules e6ntroul 
Tranſports of Me jovial ſoul ? 
No dull killing hour we own, 
- Pleaſure counts our time alone. | 
C AAAS 
| SONG XIII. | 
Sung by Miſs Wearman, at Vauxhall. 


ENTLE gales, in pity bear 
My ſighs, my ul highs away; 
| To my cruel Strephon's car | 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Near ſome moſſy fountain's fide, 
Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 

Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find. 

Gentle gaies, in pity bear 

My fighs, — * ſighs away; 

To my cryel Strephon's ear | 
All my ſoft complaints convey. Tell 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 439 


Tell the falſe one, how I mourn, 

Tell him all my pains and woes ; 
Tell, ah ! tell him to return, 

And bring my wounded heart repoſe. 


Gentle gales, in pity bear 

My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 

All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Tre php Spb ppp +++ 
SONG, XLIIL 


Sung by Miſs Buxvr, in Love in a Village, 


ENTLE youth, ah! tell me why, 
(; Still you force me thps to fly; 
Ceaſe, oh ! ceaſe to perſevere, 

Speak not what I muſt not hear; 
o my heart its eaſe reſtore, 
- Go, and never ſee him more. 


5 * V 


©, SONG XLIV._ 
Set by by Dr. Green. The Words by Mr. Gay. 


O, roſe, my Chloe's boſom” grace, 
M Chloe's boſom grace; w_ 

How happy ſhould I prove, 

How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd place 

With never-fading love, 

With never-fading love ! 
There Phœnix- like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, 
Involv'd in fragrance burn and die, 
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Know hapleſs flow'r that thou ſhalt find 
[1 More - fragrant roſes there, 
| More fragrant roſes there : 
[ I ſee thy withring head reclin'd 
[ With envy and deſpair, 
if With euvy and deſpair. 
1 One common fate we both muſt prove; 
You die with envy, I with love, 
You die with envy I with love. 
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SONG XLV. 
The Word: by Mr. Pope. 
APPY the man: whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres' bound, 


Content to breathe his native air 
In his own ground: 


Whoſe herds with milk, whoſe fields with bread, 
' Whole flocks ſupply him with attire ; 
Whoſe trees in 1 ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fre. he 


Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find 

Hours, days, and years, ſlide foft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
| Quiet by day. 


Scund fleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 
Together mix'd ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which mgſt doth pleaſe, _ 
With meditation. 


Thus let me live; unſeen, unknown? 


Thus unlamented let me die, 


Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
Tell where I lie. 


soo 
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SONG XLVvL 


COLIN and PHILIS . Paforal Dialogue. 
Sung by Mr. BAD, and M/s HALLAM, in The Ar- 
cadiaa N 


uptials. 
Duin 
ARK! hark! o'er the plains what glad tu- 
mults we hear * 
ow gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds aj ! 
With — and 9 new deck*d are the bow! rs, 


And every buſh bears a garland of flow'rs. 
I can't, for my life, what it means underſtand ; 


There's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; 
Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now J take place; 


Phillis enters. 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſc. 
Phillis, . 


The truth. honeſt lad ?—why ſurely you know 


What rites are prepair'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 


Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin-our lord; 

That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good nature and eaſe, 
All fancies can ſtrike, and all judgments can pleaſe ; 
That Corin—but praiſe muit the matter give oer; 
You know what he is and I need ſay no more. 

t © þ Colin. ; A. ' | 
Young. Thryſis too claims all that honour can lend, 
His countryman's glory, their champion and friend, 
Tho? ſuch ſlight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his deſerts; 
And, truſt me, his name is engray'd/on their hearts. 

| 0: Phillies 213 3509 
But hence to the bridal, behold how they throng ! 
Each ſhepherd Enn ſweetheart along: 
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The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires 
With tender affections and chearful deſires. 
You pow'rs that o'er conjugal union preſide, 
© All-gracious look down on the bridegroom and bride, 
That —_ and virtue, and-valour, may ſhine 
In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line 
1 17 honour and glory, .and riches and praiſe, 
nceaſing attend them throꝰ numerous days; 
And while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 
Ohl may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


eee 
5s oON G XLVIL | 
A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Myr. SqQu1ns,. at Marybone-Gardens. 
ARR, _ ye, how echoes the horn in the 


Whoſe notes do ſo ingly danee on the gale, 
To charm us to ck ages Lee reſt, I 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaſt 
Tue morning is fair, and in labour with day, 
And the cry of che huntſman is Hark, hark, away: 
Then wherefore defer we, one moment, our joys ? 
Haſte, haſte, let's away, fo to borſe, my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can _ the joys of the chace, 
Where meaner delighrs to more noble give place-? 
While onward we — and each ſorrow defy, 
From valley to. valley re- echoes the cry: 

Our joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, - 

We bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old Care; 
D of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 

Led en by the horn, and the cry of the hounds. 


SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 4z 


0 NG  XLV©IL 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


ARK! the birds begins their lay, 
Flowrets deck the of pd ; 

See the little lambkins bound, 

Playful, o'er the dlover-ground ; 

While the heifers ſpartive low, 

Where the yellow cowſlips blow ; 

While the heifers ſportive low, 

Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance 
Oer the lawn in perfect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's esst 
While the laſſes, in ar-a 

Wait upon the queen of Ma May; 

* | While he: &c, 


Innocence, content and love, 
Fill the meadows and the prove ; 
| Mirth, that never wears a | att 
+ Health, with ſweetneſs all their owa; 


e, 


Labour puts on Pleaſure's ſmile, 
: And pale Care forgets her toil'; * 
Labour puts, &c. 
yo. Ah! what pleaſure ſhepherds know ! 


Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſach in ſtore, 
Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence ; 


e; Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence,” © 
© te Sas 4 
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SONG XLIX. 


A HUNTING SONG. g 
Set iy 1, Baildon. Seng at Vauxhall. 5 
 " - RaerTATiIvVE. © 


q ARK, the horn calls away ; 

Come the grave, come the gay; 
Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of _ and ariſe, 

9 & * IR. Lf ES 

From the Eaſt breaks the morn, 

See the ſan-heams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high; 

Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By encount'ring the hart and the boar, 
By encountering, &c. | 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught the woodlands and forreſts to roar, 
And taught, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Where the, &c. | 

The? in life's buſy day, 

Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let our's be they prey of the field, 
Still let our's, &c. | 

x | With 
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With the chace in full fight, 
Gods! how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations renne! 
How our, &C. : 
Where is care, where is fear ? 
Like the winds, in the rear, 
And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
And the man's, c. 


Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chace over the bowl, 
And renew the chace over the bowl. 


Sung by Mr. Branb, in The Maid of the Mill. 


ARK! 'tis I, your own true lover, 
After walking three long miles ; 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles, 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 


Addiſlids ! my mind is fo poſſeſt, 
Till we're ſped I ſhan't have reſt ; 

Only ſay the thing's a bargain, 

ere an you like it, 
Ready to ſtrike it, 

There's at once an end of arguing : 
Jam hers, ſhe is mine; | 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign, - SONG 


The L AR K; 
SONG II. 
Sung by Mr. BtłaRD. Set by Mr. Howard. 
H E that a cuckold is, Jet it not grieve him ; 
Ec 


may ſleep quietly when his wife's waking, 
And may be free from care, void of aun ; 
And his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

_ Cxfar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


The captain upon the ſea prays for fair weather, 
While bis wife and his 15 fail both together, 
Star-gazing on her back, at the moons motion, 
| While the poor cuckold i» at his devotion; 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned 


Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


What tho? his merchandize be out of meaſure ; 
Yet, if he kiſs a girl, while he is ranging, 
His wife repays him, a bill of exchange, in: 
But his condition is not to be (corned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


The greateſt lawyer, that ever was ſent us, 
Often returns his wife, Non e inventus ; 

And though he never ſo wiſe in his place is, 
dhe will ill find that a flaw in his caſe is, 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned, 


The greateſt tateſman, that e'er was applauded, 
Need not to laugh at a citizen horned ; 

For, if 'tis true, as in ancient relations, 

The city-dames ſtill obey the court-faſhions : 
Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, ' 
Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned: 
x " | , | 


For in his wants there is one to relieve him : 


The merchant upon the ſea ſearching for treaſure, 


While 


A ra Ho” ma . 44 ve HO . DHA 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. . 47 


While the parſon with zeal is expounding, 
Telling he ps their fins are abounding, 4 
Some one, aps,” pays his tythes to his wife, 
Heedleſs of rules for amendment of life: 

Yet his condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Czſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


You that are cuckolds let this be your comfort, 
There are few others between this and Rumford : 
Brethren all in a row, ſhake hands together, 

And never diſdain to wear the bull's feather ; 

For your condition is not to be ſcorned, 

Cæſar and Pompey were both of them horned. 


C ²˙ EI Þ+s+ 
soONG UI. 
Sung by Miſe BaexT and Miſs Halt an, 


In Love in a Village, 


Miſs Brent, 
H OPE ! thou nurſe of young Deſire, 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp'rate ſweet chat ne'er can cloy : 
Miß Hallam. © 
Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſootker of the mind, 
Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
_ Surelt friend the wretched find: 
, ' e. 
Kind deceiver, flatter till ; 
Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 
« \ f | > $$ ON oe 


Is Te LARK; * 
9 '$ONG Im. 


rh 10 Barur, in Love in a Village, 


O W'bleſt the maid whoſe boſom 
No head-firong-paſfion knows ! 
Her days in joy ſhe , paſſes, _ 
Her nights in ſweet repoſe : 
 Where-e'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no Yes invades. her ; 
But pleaſti 
Without . 
From ov ry objett flows. 


+44444+5$4444444 440 
SONG LIV. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OW bilithe was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me 
I met him with good-will : 
I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay; 
He pather'd, in my fre gb & 
And cheard me all the * 
Oh! the broom, the bonny hoops, 
Where loft was my 1 22 
I wiſh IJ was with my 
With his pipe and my ews, _ 
He tun'd his pipe and reed 1g ſweet, 
The birds lie nin ing By 4a 
The fleecy flock ſtood . gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody: | 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 49 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' e'er fo rich and gay. 
Oh! the broom, &c, 
He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 
Cou'd I but faithful be ? 
He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Beeauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 
Oh ! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe; 
I wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


$6444 - k. --- K- K.-G. l. 


SONG LV. 


Sung by Miſs Ba Nr, i» Comus. 


ReciTaTive. 


| OW gentle was my Damon's air! 

Like ſunny beams his golden hair ; 

is voice was like the nightingale's. 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales : 
How harg ſuch beauties to reſign |! 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine, 
How hard, &c. 
Ais, 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin 2 each ſtream, 


The LARK; | 


Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme : - 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain ; 

'The hills, &c. | F963 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled; 
Groves, flocks and fountains pleaſe no more ; 
Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill T ſeek in vain; | 
All, all, &c. 


$444 44444444444 4444 
| SONG LVL 


Sung in The King and the Miller, The Words by 
Mr. Dodſley. | 


OW happy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 

| Who wou'd be no greater, nor fears to be leſs! 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court: 
What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does goe, 
The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 

A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 
Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


Tho his hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 


'The hands of his betters are not very clean ; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; FAN 
Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal: 

What if, when for dinner a pudding he lacks, 
Ne cribbs, without ſcruple from other mens ſacks ; 


In 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 3. 


In this a right noble example he brags, 
Who borrows as freely from other men's bags, 


Who borrows, &c. 


Or, ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 

In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ſtate, 

Whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill, 

And all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill: 

He eats when he's hungry, he drinks when he's dry, 
And down when he's weary contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearfully to work and to ſing : 

If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 

If ſo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 


A- -W W W W M KW M W -M A M W W K M . 
SONG Ln. 


Sung by Miſs Davies, in Love in a Village. 


H“ happy were my days till now! 
I ne'er did forrow feel; 


With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take my ſpinning-wheel, 
My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he rretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
O the fool! the filly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be 
I wiſh | was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


H 2 SONG 


The LARK; 


SONG LVII. 


* Sung by M.. B EAA b, in The Fair Quaker of Deal. 


OW little do the landmen know, 
What we poor ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winds do blow ! 
But we have hearts of ſteel. | 1 
No danger can affr ght us; 
No enemy ſhall flout: 
We'll make the monſieurs right us: * 
So toſs the can about. | 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſkmates ; 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink : 
Then, France, have-at your firſt- rates; 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
We rummage all we fancy ; 
We'll bring them in by ſcores : 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys ; 
And then to ſea Br more. 55 
In peace we'll drink and ſing, boys; 
In war we'll never fly: 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


1 


SONG LX. 


Sa by Mr. Marrocks, in Love in a Village. 


# 


OW much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſom finds ; * . 
t 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 53 


But with reſiſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and ſweetneſs join'd : 

. The caſket where to outward ſhow, 
The workman's art is ſeen, 

Is doubly valu'd, when we know 
It holds a gem Within, 


r e th 6h th thn th tht 
TOMS AX 


Sung by Miſs Poirixx, in The Maid of the Mill. 


AM young, and I am friendleſs, 
And poor, alais! withal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endleſs, 
In vain for help I call. 
Have ſome pity in -your nature, 
To relieve a wretched creature, 


Though the gift be ne'er ſo ſmall, 
May you, nf every bleſſing, 


Still inherit Sir, all your merit, Sir, 
And never know what it is to want; 
Sweet Heaven, your worſhip ail happineſs grant. 


OOO OOO TOO EEE EEE 
SONG IXI. 
Sung by Mijs Hallam, in Love in a Village, 


F ever a fond inclination 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt ; 
RefleR, with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoft pangs which prevail'd in my breaſt, 
Oh! where, where would you fly me? 
Can you deny me, thus torn, and diſtreſt? 
Think, when my lover was by me, 


Would 7 could J, refuſe his requeſt ? Kneel- 


_— —— — _—— — = 
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34 h LA 


r . ] —rÜt —§⏑it:nir p ̃ çéú ! ² ⁊!p!; ! — — 
= e 
* 
- 


Knecling before you, 
Let me implore you: 
Look on me, ſighing, crying, dying. 
Ah! is there no language can move? 
If I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict *twixt duty and love, 


$4$4$$4$5444444444++ 
SONG LXII. 


A favourite $o NG, ſung by Mrs. Scorr, in The 
Conſcious Lovers. Set by Mr. Baildon. 


F love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment ? 
1 If bitter, O tell me whence comes my content! 
Since [ ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know *tis in vain ? 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart, 


I graſp her band gently, look languiſhing down, 


And by palonate ſilence I make my love known : 
But, oh! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 


And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet are the charms ! 
How delightful embraces ! how peaceful her arms ! 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 
*Tis taught us on earth, and by all 3 above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mult yield; 
For *tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field, 
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' Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 55 
sON un. 
Sung by Miſs Bx ENT, in Artaxerxes 


P ver the cruel tyrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prove, 
O! let me be deceiv'd.» 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 

Which love did firſt create; 

What was my pride is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then eall not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs off my heart, 

Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


FFF i te te i ret ee 


SONG LXIV. 2 
Sung by Mr. Dinpex, i The Maid of the Mill. 


F that's all you want, who the plague will be ſorry? 
1 Twere better by half to dig ſtones in a quarry; 
For my ſhare, I'm weary of what is got by't : 


S'fleſh ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and coiling 


You're never content, but when folks are a tailing, 
And drudging like horſes from morning till night. 


You think I'm afraid, but the dif'rence to ſhew you, 
Firſt, yonder's your ſhovel, your ſacks 1001 throw you; 
Henceforward, take care of your matters who will: 
They're wel:ometo ſlave for your wagesthat need *em, 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 
And never hereaſter ſhall work at the mill. 


SONG 
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| SONG LXV. 
LL ſing of my lover all night and all day; 
I He's ever good natur'd, and frolic, — gay; 
is voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his bagpipe my 5 play; 
And a bonny young lad is my [ockey, . 
And a bonny young lad is my Jockey. 


He ſays that he loves me, Pm witty, and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, and my lips, and my hair ; 
Roſe, vi'let, nor lily, with me can compare: 
If this be to flatter tis pretty I ſwear ; 

And a bonny, &c. 


He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a ſigh, 
He cry'd, Oh! my dear, will you never comply? 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it; I'll die: 
I trembled all over, and anſwer'd, Not I; 

And a bonny, &c. 


Around the tall May-pole he dances ſo neat, 
And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat ; 
He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe and diſcreet ; 
His looks are fo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet 7 
And a bonny, &c. | 


Ar eve, when the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the weſt, 
And May's tuncful choiriſts all ſkim to their neſt ; 
When 1 meet on the green the dear boy I love beſt, 
My heart is juſt ready to burſt from my breaſt ; 
And a bonny, &c. 


But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew ; 
Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 
We'll live for each other, both conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft raptures no mortal e'er knew; 
And a bonny young lad is my Jockey, 

And a bonny young lad is my Jockey. | 
c 80 NS 
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Or, a GTI SONGSTER. 57 


— O N ILXVI. 
— Brann, in the Jovial Crew. 


. Made love to Kate, 

Long I figh'd for ſhe, 
Fill I heard of hae," . 4 
Shed a mind for me: —— 

_ F met her on the green, 5 ; 
In her beſt array; = . 
So pretty ſhe did feem, Fas 1 

She ſtole my heart a 5 3 
Ob! then we kiſs'd and pe; were we much to 


- blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd. have dene the * 


As I fonder grew, A 
She began to prate, - 
Quoth ſhe III marry you, 
And you ſnall marry Kate; 
But then I laugh'd; and ſwore, 
I lov'd her more than ſo; 
Ty each to ä ropes end 
| Is tugging to and ſro. 95 
Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd ; were we much toblame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the lame. 


© Then ſhe ſigb'd, and ſaid, 
She was wond'rous fick, 
Dicky Katy led. 
Long we toy F 
Dnder yonder * 135 „ 
Katy loſt the game, 2 - 
Tho ſhe play d in r 
Far there we did, alas! . 


Had o been in my ou'd have done the ſame. 
F 5 * SONG 


_ 


oe = |, Te LAR Ks... 
=] SONG LXVIL 
"Set by Dr. Arne. F . 


I Met in our village a ſwain bother day: 1 
He kept me, and begg'd me @ mioment to ſtay ; 
Then bluſh'd, and, in language I ne*er heard before, 
He talk'd much of love, and ſome pas that he bore: 
But what was his meaning I know n& T ; 
Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tel o/ 


— — — = 
- 


Vis # Yc 
-- Each morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 
- +» He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
| The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, Fe 
And begs me to wear theſe five things in my breaſt : 
But what is his meaning I know not, I vo-] T 
Let, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how, 
At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, O 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 
He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, B 
And ſwears that hell ever be conſtant and true 
| But what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; / Is 
| Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
| I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, T 
| And hear him, poor youth! breathe a thouſand of 4 
J be; pe of | 
He tells . no nymphin the world is like me, 


But what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. Y 


+ Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
And fay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain? 
Indeed, were I ſure (for his fate I deplore) 
That he ſuffer'd for me, he ſhould ſuffer no more: 
I'd do all I could to relieve him, 1vow, _ 
Tuhat my heart might have eaſe, cho I cannot tell how. 
. | | SONG 


| Nor ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy as he : U 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 59 
SO NG LXVil, _ 
The MARRIED MAN. 
Set and ſung by Mr, Hubs ox. 


Ire, Am married and happy: with wonder hear this, 
Ve rovers and rakes. of the age, 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And — only looſe pleaſures engage 

You may laugh; but, believe me, you're all in the 

wrong, | 

When you merrily marriage deride ; | 

For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belong, 
And in them we can only conftide, 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never ſincere ; 
Ott ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts, and by fear : 
But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 
Is from ev'ry tmbittring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure. . 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, 
True Icve is with ſentiment join'd ? 
But your's is a paſſion, a fev'riln flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy'd; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire defiroy'd, Sk 
If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—*© From a wife, | 
« Who for cheartulneſs, ſenſe, and good nature 
, „ choſe, N 
Which are beauties that charms us for life,” 
N ä I 2 To 
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To make home the ſeat of , perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning till nght, 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


SONG LXIX. 
The ROVER. 


- FN all the ſex ſome charms I find; 
Hove to try all womankind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the imart, the witty. 

In Cupid's fetters moſt ſevere, 

I languiſh'd out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty, | 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 
And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly, 
One conſtant, &c. | 
] vow'd no more to wear the yoke ; 
But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And ſigh'd, &c. - | 


With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 
Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder valley, 
'Fhat lives, &c. 
Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally, 5 
Of little, &c. 


Adora“ 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 61 


Adorn'd with charms, tho” blithe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung, 
This heart of yielding mettle, 
This heart of yielding mettle : 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 
But never more will ſettle. 


77 AAA Aa 
SONG LXX. 
The CONTENTED MILLER. 
Sung by Mr. Hupson, at Ranelagh. 


N a pleafant cottage, conveniently neat, 

1 With a mill, and ſome meadows—(a freehold 
eltate) 

A well-meaning miller by labour ſupplies 
Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand ones denies ; 
No paſſions to plague him, no cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content. 
Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if they will, 
For he's honeſt - thoꝰ daub'd with the duſt of the mill. 


Ere the lark's early carrol ſalutes the new day, 

He ſprings from his cottage, as jocund as May; 
He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 
While courtiers are broil'd in the cobwebs of ſtate, 
Or bribing elections; in hopes to be great; 

No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt for his mill. 


On Sunday, bedeck'd in his home ſpun array, 
- At church he's the loudeſt to chaunt, or to pray; 
| Sits 


62 
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Sits down to a dinner of plain Engliſh food; 
And, tho'-fimple the pudding, his appetite's goad : 


| * At night, when the prieft and exciſeman arc gone, 


| 


= — 


He quaffs at the alehouſe with Roger and John; 
Then returns to his pillow, and dreams of no ill, 
— No monarch's more bleit than the man of the mill. 


TELL TTL ET TT TTL TEE EEO 


SONG LXXI. 


Sung by Mr. SqurBn, in Artaxerxes. 


N infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 


And friendſhip, in our riper years, 


Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this offence 

Thy' love, thy duty, prove ; 
Reſtore him with that innocence 

Which firſt inſpir'd my, love. 
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ONO ILXXIL | 
Sung by Mi BxenT, in Love in a Village, 


- bu love ſhould there meet a fond pair, 


Untutor'd by taſhion or art, 
Whoſe wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 


Whoſe words are th* exceſs of the heart; 
If aught of fubſtantial delight : 


On this fide the ſtars can be found ; 
*T'is ſure when that couple unite, ny 
And Cupid by Hymen is-crowp'd. 


SONG 


ed todd + Ou 8 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. * 
SON G LXXIII. 


, Sung at Ranelagh. 


Told my nymph, I told her true, 

My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few ; 
While faultring accents fpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 


Of crops, deſtroy'd, by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my told, 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear; 
And was not Flavia then ſincere ? 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind, 

She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then ſincere? 


| How, if ſhedeign'd my love to bleſs, 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs, 
als too the heard, and ſmil'd to hear 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere, 


Go ſhear your flock, ye jovial ſwains 3 
Go reap the plenty of your plains : 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 

1 know my Flavia's love's ſincere, 


4 php ppp pip 
4 SONG LXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Bearp, in Love in a Village. 


I ET gay ones and great 
g 1. Make the moſt of their fate; 


From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: 
| Well, 


— 


| A 
mm in 
| Well, who cares a jot ? 


I _ them n | 
While I have ys and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
Io the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and licht 
The bliſſes I find, 
3 No ſtings leave behind, 
WP But health and diverſion unite. - 


a SONG LXXV. 
| Sung by Mrs, VIER T. 


| ET me wander not unſeen 

| | J. By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 

[ There the ploughman, near at hand, 

Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land; 

> And the milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 

| | And the mower, whets his ſcythe; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale 

| -Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs ſound | 
To many a youth and many a maid 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 


$$45++5+$$$50594494 
g SONG LXXVI. | 

JOHNNY and JENNY. 4 Dialogue. 7 

Ser by Dr. Boyce. The Word: by Mr. Moore. 8 


n rakes for pleaſure range the town, 1 
Or 2 doat on — 4 guineas 3 | 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 63 


Let plenty ſmile, or fortune frown ; 
The ſweets of love are mine and Jenny's; 
Mine and Jenny's, mine and Jenny's ; ' 
The ſweets of love are mine and Jenny's. 


Che, Let wanton maids indulge defire ; 
How ſoon the fleeting pleaſure gone is 
The joys of virtue never tire, 
And ſuch ſhall fill be mine and Johnny's, 
Mine and Johnny's, &c. 


- He. Together let us ſport and play, 
She. And live in pleaſure where no ſin is! 
He. The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 
She, And wedlock's bands make Johnny ſenny's. 


f She. Johnny Jenny's, Johnny Jenny's 

3 He. Jenny Johnny's, Jenny Johnny's. 
She. And wedlock's bands make johnny Jenny's. 
He. And wedlock's bands make jenny Johnny's. 


H:. Let roving ſwains young hearts invade ; 
The pleafure ends in ſhame and tolly ; 
So willy woo'd, and then betray'd, 
The poor believing, ſimple Molly, 
Simple Molly, &c. 


She. So Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh'd at harmleis maids who marry ; 
5 But now ſhe finds her ſhepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs Harry, 
Faithleſs Harry, &c. 


H:. But we'll together, &c. 
She. And live in pleaſure, &c. 


He, By cooling ſtreams our flocks we'll feed, 
And leave deceit for knaves and ninnies ; 


K 


Or 


* $6 The LARK; 


Or fondly ſtray where love ſhall lead, 
And every joy be mine and Jenny's, 
Mine and Jenny's, &c. 


She. Let guilt the faithleſs boſom fright ; 
| The conſtant heart is always bonny : 
Content and peace, and ſweet delight, 
And love, ſhall live with me and Johnny, 
Me and Johnny, &c. 


He, Together then we'll ſport and play, 

She. And live in pleaſure where no fin is: 

He. The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 

She. And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's, 


Se. Johnny Jenny's, Johnny Jenny's. 

He. Jenny Johnny's, Jenny Johnny's. * 

She. And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's, 
He. And wedlock's bands make Jenny johnny's, 


0-4-4 4-6 46-6 b bb f . . 
N SONG LXXVII. o 


FRIENDSHIP and WINE. 
Sung by Mr. G1L$soN, at Vauxhall, 


E T the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures ſurpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 


"Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and myÞlafs, 


The lover may ſigh, 
s - The courtier may lye, 
| And Crœſus his treaſure amaſs ; 
All 


- 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 65 


All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended by pain ; 
So Ill ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


New life wine inſpires, 

And creates new deſires, 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, 

Or his courage prepares 

To diſdain * nymph's airs ; | 
So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, 
With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
F Then enliven the clay, 
| Let us live while we may, 
And Pl ſtand by my friend and my glaſs. 


*Tis friendſnip and wine, 
Only life can refine : p 
We care not whate'er comes to paſs 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen : 
Come here's to our friend and our glass. 


pri re ite ee te ei er ee te te 
. $ONG LXXVII. 


Sung by Miſs Porr, in The Muſical Lady. 


OVE' a ſweet and ſoft muſician, 
Who derives his ſkill from thee ; 
Plays on ev'ry diſpoſition, 
Strikes the ſoul on ev'ry key. 


Deep deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively hope now ſounds Coragio; 
O! the raviſhing tranſition |! 


Tweedle dum, and tweedle dee. ; 
_- SONG 


68 The L AR K; 
SONG LXXIXx ,, 
HOPE. A Paſtoral. Set by Mr. Arne. 


, 


Y banks are all cover'd with bees, 
W hoſe murmurs invites one to ſleep ; 
558 


rottoes are ſhaded with tręęs, | 
And my hills are white overWith ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 1 
Such healih does my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountain. all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 
W here the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But let me that plunder forbear; | 
She“ jay twas a barbarous deed, 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Wos could rob a poor bird of its young: 
J lov'd her the more when I heard 
Such te: Jerneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, c. 


But where does my Poyllida ſtray, 

And where are her grots and her bhow'rs; 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 

And che ſhepherds as gentle, as ours? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the valleys as fine ; 

The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love 1s not equal to mine, 
But their love 1s not equal to mine, 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 


SONG EXXX, 


New ſet by Mr. Jackſon, 


Y days have been {o wond'rous free, 
The little birds that fly, 
With careleſs caſe, from tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſt as ]. 
Aſk gilding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ftream ; 
Or aſk the gentle gales, if e'er 
I lent a figh to them. 


And now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught ; 
The tender chains of ſoft deſire 
Are fix't upon my thought: 
An eager hpoe, within my breaſt, 
Does ev'ry doubt controul, 
And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 

The fav'rite of my ſoul. 


Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, 
Le ſwains that haunt the grove, 
Ye gentle ecchoes, breezy winds, 
Ye cloſe retreats of love; 
With all of nature, all ot art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign ! 
O! teach a young, unpractis'd heart, 
To make her ever mine, 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her : 

»Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 

Is mix'd with ſoft diſtrets ; 


a 


The LARK; 
Yet, while the fair I love is kind, 
cannot wiſh it leſs, En 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 

And flights my well-meant love; 

Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 
A pain ſhe won't remove; 

Farewel, ye birds, ye lonely pines, 
Adieu to groans and fighs ; 

Ill leave my paſſion to the winds ; 
Love, unreturn'd, ſoon dies. 
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SONG LXXXI. 
Het by Dr. Arne. 


V fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray; 
The little wand'rer loſt his way 
In gath'ring flow'rs the other day; 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis, poor Py Phillis, 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle ſwains, 
Who know an abſent lover's pains, 
And bring her ſafely o'er the plains ; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


Conceive what tortures rack my mind; 
And, if you'll be fo good and kind, 
PII give you certain marks to find 
My Phillis, &c.. 
Whene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 
And muldly gay, it muſt be ſhe; 
Tis Phillis, &, 5 


Not boldly bare, nor half undreſt, 
But under cover flightly preſt, 
In ſecret plays the little breaſt 
Of Phillis, &c. When 


Fo 


A -f 


OO wi ©Y 


Fe, Pr of 


CA 


FA 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 7r 


Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, 

Whoſe ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 

Whoſe face like—nothing that 1 know, 
Is Phillis, &c. 


But reſt, my ſoul, and bleſs your fate; 
The Gods, who form'd a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo complete, 

As Phillis, &c. 
Proud of their hit in ſuch an flow'r, 
Which ſo exemplifies their pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous hour, 


My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


. .- K.. .. E E. hoe E. K. . 


SONG LXXXII. 


Sung in Eliza. Set by Dr. Arne, 


V fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 

That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 

And they merrily ſung thro” the day: 
Put, ah ! what a ſcene maſt appear ! 

Muſt the ſweet rural paſtime be o'er ? 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 

Shall the dance on the green be no more 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtors be led? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad? 
Shall the looms be all ſtopt in each ſhed, 
And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road? 
Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 
And ſhall commerce grow fick of the tide ? 
Muſt Religion expire on the gronnd, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her fide ? 


SONG 
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SONG LXXXII. 


Sung by Mis BazNr, in Thomas and Sally. 
; Set by Dr. Arne. 


Y former time how briſk and gay 
So blithe was I as blithe could be; 
But now Pm fad, ah! well-a-day ; 
For my true love is gone to fea. 


The lads purſue, I ftrive to ſhun, 
Their wheedling arts are loſt on me; 

For I, to death, ſhall love but one, 
And he alas ! is gone to ſea. 


As droops the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


SONG LXXXIII. 
Sung by Miſt Baxxr, in Love in a Village. 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice: 
o mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice. 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 

| And children till obey, 
And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
'Þ Againſt tyrannic ſway ? | 


;  -.$SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 73 
SONG LXXXIV. ; 
CYMON and IPHIGENIA, 4 Cantata, 
Sung by Mr. Brarp. Set by Dr. Arne. 


REeciTATIVE. 


TEAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 

ſhade | 

deem'd moſt for love and contemplation made, 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 

Thither retir'd from Pho:bus” ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

Cymon a clown, who never dreamt of love, 

By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring grove ; 

He trudg'd along. unknowing what he fought, 

And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought 

Put when he firi beheld the ſleeping maid, 

He gap'd—he ſtar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd ; 

And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 

Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue, 


Al. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom itews the fy, 
Completes the rura: ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene ; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heaven itſelf is fare diſplay'd, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
'T'oo lovely Iphigene. 


REcIiTATIVE. 


She wakes, and ſtarts poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 
Down fells the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
L Bright 


— — — — — — — 


74 % The LAR K; 
Bright excellence ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd,. with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! if *tis you, I need not riſe; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong: 
TH iN 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets down thy neck ; 
Thy love-inſpiring mein, 
Thy love-inſpiring mein; 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iph enc, 
I die for Iphigene. 
ECITATIVE, 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe: , 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 
And thinks he might improve his auk'ard gate; 
Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, 


© . At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 


Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead ; 
And nature's language ſureſt to ſucceed, 
AlR. 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, ſoft deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate, and elevate the human-ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had made our lives of too long date ; 
ut bleſt with beauty and with love, 
leſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above, 
"What angels do above. SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 75 


SONG LXXXV. 


EAR the fide of a pond, at the foot of a hill, 

N A free-hearted fellow attends on his mill; 
Freſh health blooms her ſtrong roſy hue o'er his face, 
And honeſty gives e'en to aukwardneſs grace: 
Beflour'd with his meal does he labour and ſing, 
And repaling at night, he's as bleſt as a king; 

After heartily eating, he takes a full ſwill 

Of liquor home-brew'd, to ſucceſs of the mill. 


He makes no nice ſcruples of toll for his trade, 

For that's an exciſe to his induſtry paid : 

His conſcience is free, and his income is clear, 

And he values not them of ten thouſand a year : 

He's a freehold ſufficient to give him a vote; 

At elections he ſcorns to accept of a groat: 

He hates __ proud placemen ; and, do what they 
will, 

They ne'er can ſeduce the ſtaunch man of the mill. 


On Sunday he talks with the barber and prieſt, 

And hopes that our ſtateſmen do all for the beſt ; 

That the Spaniards ſhall ne'er interrupt our free trade, 

Nor good Britiſh coin be in ſubſidies paid : | 

He fears the French navy and commerce increaſe, 

And he wiſhes poor Germany ſtill may have peace : 

Tho' Old England, he knows, may have ſtrength, 
and have ſkill, 

To protect all her manors, and ſave his own mill. 


With this honeſt hope he goes home to his worl:, 
And if water is ſcanty he takes up his fork 
And over the meadows he ſcatters his hay, 
Or with the ſtiff plough turns the furrows of clay 
His harveſt is crown'd with a good Engliſh glee, 
That his country may mY be happy and free : ; 

2 * vit 
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With his hand and his heart to king George docs lie 
fill, 
May all loyal ſouls act the man of the mill. | 


4 K e ,.. .- E.. .- k. r , . 
SON G LXXXVI. 


O nymph that trips the verdant plains, 
With Sally can compare ; 
She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 
And rivals all the fair : 
The beams of Sol delight and clear, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll ; 
But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below,, 

Her preſence bids the God of day 
With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted .ground, 
Birds ſweeter notes prepare 

The playful lambkins ſkip. arround, 
And hail the ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſhe'll perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to fay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
= From morn to eve their tale; 


— — - — 
— — — — — 


Ter 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 577 


Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale ; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; | 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſtall blitheſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, 

Nor ev'ry May-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 

Nor flocks look ſaow-like on the hill, 
When 1 forget to love. 


fer ip i . . r. . ie. te af. Ar Go the 
SONG LXXXVII. 
The JOYS of HARVEST. 
Set by Mr. Battiſhill, 


O plcaiure unbounded reſounds o'er the 
plains, 

And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſwaius, 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong: 
Poſfe(s'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 
Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 
And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies ; | 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt improve 

For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love: 


Our 


Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye 
Damp the flame in my boſom, and pall ev'ry joy. 


CE EEE AASA AA AA 


SONG LXXXVIII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, and Mrs. LAuk 


OW the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſey is my charming bric. 

King the bells, and fill the bow! 

Revel all without controul. 

Who fo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet : 

Who ſo fair as lovely Bet! 

Who ſo bleſs'd as Colinet ! 


Now adieu to maiden arts, 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys. 
Liſping wanton girls and boys, 
Girls as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys as ſweet as Colinet, 


The? ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my plenteous barns adorn ; 
Tho' I've deck'd my myrtle bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow'rs; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet, 

Are the charms of lovely Bet, 


'Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen; 
Tho' fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove 
To deſerve thy Betty's love, 
„ Them 


Then her little eyes fo twinkle, 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. -9 


Them I quit without regret, 
All my joy's in Colinet. 


Strike up then the ruſtic lay, 
Crown with ſports our bridal day; 
May each lad a miitreſs find, 
Like my Betſey, fair and kind, 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 
Revel all without controul : 

May the ſun ne'er riſe or ſet, 

But with joy to happy Bet, 

And her faithful Colinet. 


TG tp tote . . . r. . . . & , oth bt 


SONG LXXXIX. 


gung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Milt. 


DDS my life! ſearch England over, 
An you match her in her lation, 
Pl be bound to fly the nation: 


And be ſure as well I love her. 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating : 
Here's the work 'tis always at, 
Pitty, patty, pat, pit, pat. 


When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 


What on earth can ſweeter be? 


Tis a feaſt to hear and ice. 


80 5 The L AR K; 
8 ON G XC. 
CONTENT: A ne BALLAp. 


Sung by Mr. Huson. Set by Mr. Goodwin, jun. 


*ER moorlands and mountains, rude, barren, 
and bare, 

As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 

And leads me o'er lawns to her home ; 
Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres, her cottage had 

crown'd, 

Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 

Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly round, 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt ; 
While thrown from my guard, by ſome glances ſhe 
caſt | 


Love lily ſtole into my breaſt. 74 
I told my bolt wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) | 
Pve rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me fond ſhepherd I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms; 
I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the loy'd maid in my arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into fleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er tlie ſlow-riſing hills 
Delighted with paſtoral views ; Or 


* 
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Or reſt on the rock here the ſtreamlet diftils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
To pomp, or proud titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 

The damſel's of humble deſcent ; | 
The cottager Peace is welt known for her ſire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content, 


SONG XC. 
1 Sung by Mr. MaTTocts, in Love in a Village. 
H ! had I been by fate decreed 
d, O Some humble cottage ſwain, 


In fair Roſſetta's ſight to feed 
My flocks upon the e | 
What bliſs had 1 been born to taſta, 
* Which now I ne'er muſt know ? 
Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My, fair-one's lot ſo low. 
E ² ie nihihent 
SONG XC. 
Sung by Mr. MaTTOCKs, in Love in a Village. 
H! how ſhall I in language weak 
O My ardent paſſion tell, ; 
Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewel ! 
Farewell but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ftray : 


Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


Or | M SONG 
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f E | 8 O N G XCTIE. 
The Word: by Mr. Garrick. Set by Mr. Howard. 


NCE more Il tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 

A flame which time can never quell, 

But burns 4 thee my Peggy : 
Vou, greater 8, ſhall hit; 
For ſay what ſubject is — fit, 
'Than to record the ſparkling wit 

And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 
'That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy : 
And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ru y weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my, lovely Peggy. 
When on the vilet blows, 
Or — — the damaſk roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy: | | 
I ſtole a kiſs the o y. 6 


And 98 me) nought but truth I Gay, 
grance- of the bloom of May & 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy? 
Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, J 
With her the bleating flocks Pd feed, G 


And. pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy 

With es would deliphy ght; 

All's happy when f. ſhe's in my Fe ht; 

And when "he's e, tis endle aleh nf night, 

ion ut my Peggy. While 


Als dark wi 


1 
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While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 
So long ſhall I love Peggy : 
And, when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhall be when I depart, 
Adieu my lovely Peggy! 


E thine hte tenet 
SONG XCIV. 
The ORIGIN of ENGLISH LIBERTY. 


Sung by Mr. Hudson. The Words by G. A. Stevens. 


NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambrofial 
feaſt, | 
Large bowls of rich neQar were quaffing; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſays the cafe, lov'd laughing:) 
On each in the ſynod that humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus began upon Jove. 


© Sire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
* Grows grievouſly tired of late; 

He ſays that mankind are much worſe than before, 
cS8o he begs to be eas'd of their weight.” 

Jove knowing the earth upon poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his daughter Attraction the care of the world, 
And ſhe hung it high up in his hall. 
Miſs -o ag with the preſent, review'd the globe 

round, 


To ſee what each climate was worth ; 
M 2 Like 
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When | thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


Some 


Like a di mond, the whole with an atmoſphere bound 
And ſhe variouſly planted the earth ; _ 


With filver, gas jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 


France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear; 
What ſuited cach clime on each clime ſhe beſtow d, 
And Fxzzpom ſhe found flouriſt'd here. 


Four cardinal virtnes ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root ; 
The bloſſoms of LIBERTY gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n, (death, 
We will while we've breathe ; nay, we'll gaſp it in 


Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


F 
8 ON XCy, 5 
A BALLAD inthe Modern Taſte. Sei hy Dr. Arne, 


NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a buſs, 
Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and your 
cart ; | 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 
thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, _ 
He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff: 

T took it, I own, yet had ſtill fo much art 

To cry, Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


| He faid, if ſo be, he might make me his wife— 


Good Lord l I was never ſo daſh'd in my life; 
Vet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
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Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 

And with him on Sunday to chapel I went, 

And ſaid *twas my goodne{s more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with a!l my heart. 


The parſon cry'd, Chiid, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obey ; 
But when that his reverciice came to that part, 


There I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 
At night our briſk neighbours the ſtocking-would 


throw ; 
I muſt not tel! tales, but I know what I know : 
Young Roger conteſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And I thank'd him for ſomething with all my heart. 


#4444 t K r NK 
SONG XCVI. 


Sung by Mr. Brand, in Love in a Village. 


O ONS ! neighbour ne'er bluſh for a trifle like 
this; 

What harm with a fair- one to toy and to kiſs ? 

The greateſt and graveit (a truce to gtimace) 

Wou'd do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 

No age, no profeſſion, no ſtatioa is free; 

To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee : 

That power, reſiſtlelo, no ſtrength can oppoſe : 

We all love a pretty girl—under the — 


C 
SONG XCVII. LF 
CONTENTMENT. 
True content ! ſecure from harms, 


What's ali the world without thy charms, +- 
Which {till allure to reſt? Compar'd 
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Compar'd therewith, all eurthly joys 
Are empty, fading, trifing toys: 
In thee mankind is bleſt. 


Bereft of thee, no monarchs have 


Such pleaſure. as the meaneſt flave, * Ne 
'To whom thou giv'ſt relief; O1 

Tho” ſubjects ſhew profound reſpect, T 

Nor duty wilfully negle&, 
Thy abſcence cauſes grief. , 

Come then thou pleaſing beauty bright ! 

Reſide with me both day and night, v 

Diſplay thy lovely charms; v 

Be thou' diffus'd within my breaſt, 

And let me ſtill ſecurely reſt 

Inxſolded in thy arms. 

Thro' all the various ſcenes of life, 

Preſerve me free from envious ſtrife, Y 
On heay'n ſtill to rely | 4 


For true protecting aid; and when 
Time terminates in death, oh! then 
To thee. O heav'n to fly. 


FTF kendendhnhn 3th init ite WY 


| SONG XCVIL 
THROW the WOOD LADDIE. 
Sung by Miſs Waicnr, at Vauxhall. 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne. . 


O Sawney why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? | 
] hy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
Whea naething can pleaſe me ; - 
| Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, &c. 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or throw the wood Laddie until thou return. 
K ; \ [54 Throw 


* 
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Throw the wood Laddie, throw the wood 
Laddie, 
Throw the wood, throw the wood, throw 
the wood Laddie; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or throw the wood Laddie until thou return. 


Tho” woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, ” 
While lav'rocks are finging, &c. 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood Laddie, ye dinna appear. 
Throw the wood Laddie, throw the wood 
Laddie, 7915 
Throw the wood, throw the wood, throw 
the wood Laddie ; | 
Yet nane of them pleaſes, &c. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell; 
Pm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morniug, 
Pm faſh'd with their ſcorning, &c. 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, I wander my fell, 
Throw the wood Laddie, throw the wood 
Laddie, e El 
Throw the wood, throw the wood, throw 
the wood Laddie, | 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart, &c. 


Then ſtay my dear Sawney, nae longer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
But quick as an arrow, &c. 
Wha's living in langour till that happy day, 
When throw the wood Laddie, we'!! dance, fing, and 
| play, 1 hrougy: 


_— 
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Throw the wood Laddie, throw the wood 
Laddie, | 
Throw the wood, throw the wood, throw 
the wood Laddie ; 
Wha's living in langour till that happy day, 
When throw = wood Laddie, we'll dance. ſing, and 
Play. 


s ON G xXcvil. 
The HONEST FELLOW. S. Dr. Arne. 


HO! pox o'this nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 

And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more ; 
Their face, and their air, and their mein, what a rout ! 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about. 
Here's to thee, my lad, puſn the bottle about. 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape ; 

They dare not confide in the juice of the grape: 
But we honeſt fellows —'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 

Of puling, &c. | | 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows ; 
Our joys it increaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as a king. 
The man, &c. 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks ; 
Anacreon's Caſes ſee, page twenty-ſix : 

The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young dog in a bowl. 
Lay hold, &c. | 


— 


What' 
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bod What's life but a frolic, a ſong, and a laugh); 
My toaſt ſhall be this, whilſt I've liquor to quaff; 

ow WM May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound 3 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round, e 
Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. ales 


SONG XCIX. 
| Sung in the Chaplet. 4207 
USH — the briſk bowl, twill enliven the 
eart, 6 v 
While thus we fit round on the graſs; + 
The lover who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, *© 
it! Deſetves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs, 
Deſeryes to be reckon'd an als. 


The wretch, who ſits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c. 


The beau, who, ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in a glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves, &c, 


The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Crœſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; _ 
And oft while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the als, 
Claps the horns, &c. 11 


The lawyer ſo grave when he puts in his plea, 
With forehead well fronted with braſs, 
| 4 0 
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Tho- he talks to no purpoſe he pockets your fee ; 
There you, — Doe are an 45. 
There you, &c: 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs ; 

The ſick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 

But death proves the doctor an aſs, 

But death, &c. 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


46-64-4-4-64-646 440-6 4-46 6-1 


| SONG C. 
A favourite S o 6. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


AIL no more, ye learned aſſes, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies ; 

Sound its depth, and fill your glaſſes, 

Wiſdom at the bottom lies : 
Fill 'em higher ſtill, and higher, 

Shallow draughts perplex the brain: 

Sipping quenches all our fire, 

Bumpers light it up again. 


Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure, 
Enter jollity and joy ; 
We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ : :- 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage ; 
And, when Death ſhall drop the curtain, 
| With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 
8. | SONG 


3 
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SONG Cl. 
The ARCH DENIAI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, Suppoſe my fond eyes 
Reveal with what ardour I glow, 
Reveal with what ardour I glow; _ 
Well, what if they do ? there's no harm ſure, ſhe cries ; 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe of thoſe lips I ſhould beg a ſweet kiſs, 
Say, would you the favour beſtow ? 
Say, would you the favour beſtow ? 

Lord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this 
I can but deny you, you know, you know ; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Suppoſe, not contented, I ſtill aſk for more, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow ? 
Seppeth what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 
can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. 


Come then, my dear love, to the wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go ; 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go : | 
No, no, with a bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for there 
I could not deny you, you know, you know : 
I could not deny you, you know. 


 N 3 
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SONG Cl. 
Sung by Mr. Marrocks, in Love in a Village, 


© TILL in hopes to get = better 
8 Of my ſtubborn flame [ try, 
.. Swear this moment to forget her, 

And the next my oath dea) 

Now prepar'd with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave ; 

Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. 


CC ˙ tetete t 


| SONG CIII. 
Sung hy Miſs D aviss, in Love in a Village, 
INCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no further II 


ſeek, 
But go up to town in the Waggen next week : 
A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 
And regiſter's office will get me a place. 
Yet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folks ſay, in her ſilks ſhe's now ſtanding an end: 
'Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune, as other girls do ? 


O NG CVI. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


8 YLVTIA, wilt thou waſte thy time, 
Stranger to the joys of love ? 


* 
hou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Ev'ry minute to improve: 


Round 
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Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant's prate and mother's joys ? 


Only view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to his mate; 
As a farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait: 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
 Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, &c. 
I love, I love, he ftrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy ſoul reveal 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
In a mutual change of heart; 
Then, repenting, wouldſt thou ſay, 
Virgin fears from hence remove, 
All the time is thrown away, 
All the time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in love. 


: : . 25 rr 
SONG CV. 
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Sung by Mr. BEAR D. 
HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my 


pride, 
I always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide: 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; 
They ſay 'm in love, but I anſwer No, no. 


They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer No, no. 


„% . SME; 


At ev'ning oft- times, with what pleaſure I ſee 

A note from her hand, I' be with you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 
But ſay not *tis love, for 1 anſwer, No, no; 

But ſays, &c. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain ; 
Again, I cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again : 

I kifs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow; 
But ſay not *tis love, for 1 anſwer, No, no. 
But ſay, &c. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee : 

I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 

My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think fo ; 
W ho knows but ſhe loves, tho? ſhe anſwers, No, no, 
Who knows, &c. 


From beauty and wit, and good-humour, how I, 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 
'Thy bounty, O Fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No; 
And let me deſerve her, or ſtill Pll 45 No. 


e- --- ACA ACM AA 
SONG CVIi 
Sung by Miſe Porrixx, in Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne, 


T HAT May. day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 
In ſighing, and crying—Heigho ? 


Let's copy the birds in the meadows ; _ 
By ker's tune your pipe when 'tis low: 


Fly 


- tis 


Fly 
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ly round, and coquette it as ſhe does 


And never fit crying —Heigho ! 


hough, when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, I know, 
hat, ere all our toying 1s over, 

We cannot help crying —Heigho ! 


In age ev'ry one a new part takes; 


I find zo my ſorrow *tis ſo; 
hen old, you may cry till your heart aches, 
And no one will mind you—Heigho ! 


SONG CI. 
Sung by Mr. Brand, at Ranelagh. 


HE breed came forth frac the barn, 
And ſhe was ditting her cheeks ; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne L 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en reet muckle to do. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw ; 
And was ſhe not very well oft, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aπ.] 


What is the matter ? quoth Wolly, 
Though we be ſcant o'claiths, 

We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the flaes. 

The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles a Woo; 
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We's 
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We's fee a laſs of our ane, 

And ſhe'll ſpin "blankets enow. 
Woo'd and ma'ry'd, &c. 
Then up ſpake the breed's mither, 
The deel ſtick aw this preed! 

I had ne a gs in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 
My gown was linſey-winſey, 
, 2 a ſark 4 * 
ou ha' gowns a uſkins, 
Mair than ane or. twa, 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came in frac the plough : 

Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 

And ye'ſe get geer enough; 

The firk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 

To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad you hae you jade ? 


Then u : 
As he came hence frae the kye: 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha” had you, 


Had he known you, as weel as I 


For you're baith proud, and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon'g wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha' a better Wa you, 
I'e ne' er ha, ane in my life. 
Woo'd marry'd, &c. 


Then up the breed's ſiſter, 
| As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 
Gin I was to be m 
. Tis aw that I'd 
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ſpake the breed's brother, 
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But J. r girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And = beſt that I r 
I d'd not care what came o' me, 
So J had but a gude man. 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw, 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw : 
And was ſhe not very weell off, 
To be weo'd and marry'd and aw? 


FFT TIE FTE TT 
SONG CIII. 


Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


T HE ethoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad; 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away! 

The morning is ap, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. - 

What pleaſure we find purſuing the fox ! 
O'er hills, and o'er vallies, he flies: 

Then follow—we'll ſoon overtake him—Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſ{ciz'd on, and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 

With (port, love, and wine, fickle-fortune defy ; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſdürs: * 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 


Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


o SONG 


The LAR K, 
SONG CIX. 
Set by Mr. Jackſon. 
HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part a Sway 2 
My longing eyes may at laſt, 
Irv caly with to. foo; 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long? 
With love in all your pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your tongue? 
| Will you in ev'ry look declare, 
Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 
And heals each idle, auxious care, 
| Our fears in abfcence frame ? 
| 'Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
l When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
1 And try what yet remains between, 
| Of loit'ring time to cheat. 


| But if the dream that ſooths my mind, 
1 Shall falſe and groundleſs prove; 

If I am doom'd at length to find, 
== That you forget to love : 

F All I of Venus aſk, is this, 

h No more to let us join; 

| But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs; 

| | To die and think you mine. 

| SONG CX. oil. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Love in a Village. 


H E honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
1 © From fraud, diſguife, and guile, 1 
ce 
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Need neither fortune's frewning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 

The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; 

What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man's a king ! 


AG EN HL. IH. Xx 


SONG CXL. 
Sung by Mrs Vincent, at Marybone-Gardens. 
Set by Mr. Dubourg. 


HE lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn ; 
The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil ; 
The flowing — ſaccecds the flail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale. 


--- --- --u.-r-r- .. -K.. --f. 
SONG CXII. 


Sung by Mr. BrARD, and Miſs B ENT, in the Parting 
Scene of The Beggars Opera. 


HE miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay ; 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 
1 And fears its gone for aye. 


The boy thus, when his ſparrow's flown. 
The bird in ſilence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of fight 'tis gone, 
x Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 


O 2 SONG 
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SONG CXII. s 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in The Maid of the Mill, 
HEN hey for a frolickſome life ; 
Pl ramble where pleaſures are rife ; 
Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, 
And never think more of a a wife, 
Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 


Had we been together buckled, 
Twould have prov'd a fine affair; 

Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, 

And boys pointing cry'd——Look there. 


SONG CXIV. 
Ses by Dr. Arne, in Alfred. 


HE ſhepherd's plain life, 
Without puilt without ſtrife, 
Can only true blefings impart : 
As nature directs, 73 
That bliſs he expects 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 


Vain grandeur and pow'r, 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 
Tho' mortals are toiling to find ; 
Can titles or ſhow 
Contentment beſtow ? . 
All happineſs dwells in the mind. 


Behold the gay rofe, 
How lovely it grows, | 
Secure in the depth of the vale! 5 
| Ng on 
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Yon oak, that on high 
Aſpires to the ſky, 
Both light'ning and tempeſts afſail, 
Duetto. 
Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 
That ſource of vexation and ſmatt; 
And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
Wich health and with quiet of heart. 


CCC ͤ ys 
SONG CXV. 


Sung by Miſs BEN, in Artaxerxes. 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of war's alarms, 
Forſwears the clang of hoſtile arms, 
And ſcorns the ſpear and ſhield : 
But if the brazen trumpet ſound, 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, 
And dares again the field. 


CCC 
SON G CXVI, 


A HUNTING SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Beard, in Apollo and Daphne. 


HE ſun _ the eaſt tips the mountains with 
. otd, 
Andthe * all ſpangled with dew- drops behold. 
How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's chearfal ſummons rebukes our delay ! 
With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry, 


toz The LARK; 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court; 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 

For innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree ; 

The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Thoꝰ often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and wealth, 

All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſling of health ; 

With hounds and with horns, thro* the woodlands 

to roam, | 

And when tired abroad, find contentment at home. 

With tke ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


TE 
SONG CXVII. 
Sung by Mr. Lowe, at Marybone-Gardens 
l Set by Mr. Lampe. 
HE Sun, like any bridegroom gay, 
Roſe to ſalute the ſpring ; yy” 
'The flow'rets hail'd the birth of May, 
And birds began to ſing ; | 


When 
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When Damon tript it o'er the plain, 
Dear Chloe's heart to win; 

But at the window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſides the manſions where the great 
From glorious feats retit'd, 

The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The virtues they admir'd : 

Love whiſper'd then in Damon's ear, 
And bade his ſong begia ; 

And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the fair, 
In hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet his ſong, the the maiden roſe, 
In rural plain attire ; 
And like the genial ſeaſon flows 
With thrilling ſoft defire : 
But, angry-like, by love controuPd, 
Cry'd, Shepherd, why this din ? 
Why wake me thus ? I've often told 
I n&er would let you in. 


The fair one in his arms he preſt, 
And kiſs'd her o'er and o'er; 


Aud who, with honour in his breaſt, 


Could then have thought on more ? 
To church he led her, in her prime, 
For pleaſures void of fin, 
And now ſhe hails the happy time 
When firſt the let him in, 


SONG 
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| SONG CXvIl. 
Sung by Miſs Brtxrw, in Love in a Village. 


HE traveller benighted, 
And led through weary ways, 
The lamp of day new lighted, 
With joy the dawn ſurveys : 
The riſing proſpe& viewing, 
Each look is forward cat ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſaing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


4 je oe he hehehe fe he he eee fee oth he or te 
| SONG CXIX. 


Sung by Mr. Bear. 


HE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
laſs ; 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll own ; 
And, if you don't like them, why—let them alone. 


Altho' I have left her, the truth I'11 declare: | 
J believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 


78 But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 


That make it as good and as charming as ſhe, | 


My Chloe hes dimples and ſmiles I muſt own : 


But, tho* ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could 
* frown: 

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a frown in a bumper of wine? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 


But 
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| But in wine from its age, ſuch a benefit flows, 


That we like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me, my love would in time have been 
cloy'd, "SY 

Ard that beauty's infipid when once/tis enjoy d: 

But in wine I both time and enjoyment dety ; 

For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory prove 

The miſchief that wait upon rivals in love: 

But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival contends ; 
For the more we love liquor, the more we are friends, 


On 


She too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my life 
With nurſes, and babies, and ſqualling and ftrife ; 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can bring; 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good thing. 


We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 

It brings on diſeaſes, and haſtens old age : 

But wine from grim death can its votaries fave, . 

And keep out Yother leg, when there's one in the 
grave. | 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 
She has left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord : 
But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf) 
Will tand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf. 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain ; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain : 


For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy: 
Should you doubt what I fay take a hpmper and try. 


P SONG 
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Sung by Mr. Braxb, in Love in a Village, 
HE world is a well-furniſh'd table, 
1. Wbere gueſts are promiſcuouſly ſet ; 


We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get. 


My fimile holds to a tittle ; 1 
Some ,gorpe, while ſome ſcarce have a taſte ; 
But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a feaſt, 


C ADA 
99”, $ ON G. CXXL. 
On FRIENDSHIP. Set by My. Gerard. 


# I HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet, ; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 

O, friendſhip thou balm, and rich ſweetner of life; 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alaſs ! what are riches or pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour ? 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 


Or whom we may always with ſafety depend? 

Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And priefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they eagerly preſs, | 


SONG 
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SONG CXXIlL __ 
Sung by Mr. Bear, in Love in a Village. 


HERE was ajolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee; 
He work'd, he ſung, from morn to night, 
No lark more blithe than he. 
And this the burden of his ſong - 
For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no, not I, 
If nobody cares for me. ä 


SONG CXXIII. 
The KNIFE- GRINDER. 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
The Words by Mr. H. Rhodes. 
HERE's grinder's enough, Sirs, of ev'ry degree, 
From jewel-deck*d great, to low poverty ; 
Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel goes round, to wind in the pence. 


Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' Ym but a journeyman— Knives to grind, 


Whatever the ſtateſmen may think of himſelf. 
He turns Fortune's wheel in purſuit of the pelf; 
He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to obtain, 
And his country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets the gain. 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 0 


The rich grind the poor, is a ſaying of old; 
The merchant, the tradeſman, we need not be told, 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian you be, 
There's grinders of all ſorts, of ev'ry degree. 
Maſter-grinders, &. * 
2 The 
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The patriot, with zeal animated, declares 
The curtain he'll draw, and diſpl: ay the ſtate-play'rs ; 
He is a ſtaunch rinder, to ſome tis well known, 


And they're mightily gall'd by the grit of his ſtone. 
Maſter-grin lers, &c. 


I too am a grinder: what, in Sirs, of chat? 


I am but in taſte, ſince I copy the great; 


To be, Sirs, ingenious, I'll.tell you my mind; | 
Tis for what I can get, makes me willing to grind, 


Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you may find, 
Tho' I'm but a journeyman Knives to grind. 


rr e e- . 
SONG CXXIV. 
Sung by Mr. Drew, in Love in a Village. 
HINK, my” faireſt, how delay, 
Danger ev'ry moment brings; 
Time flies ſwift, and. will away, | 
Time, that's ever on its wings. 


* 5 and ſuſpen ice at beſt, 

Lover's late 1 colt ; 

* "Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Zeize accaſion ere tis loſt. 


+44000000409004 6444-4 . 
8 ONG CXXV.. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Ser by Mr. Worgan. 


9 IS a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they 
t. are twain, 

Since Thryſis neglected the nymphs of the plain, 

And ee me to walk the gay meadoys along, 


To hear a ſoſt tale, or to ſing him a ſong, 
2 'Fo hear a oft tale, or to ſing him a ſong, 


What 
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What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to a flame ; 
In my heart it was love, in the youth twas the ſame : 
rrom each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide; 
But who ſhou'd love molt was our conteſt and pride, 
But who, &c. 


For Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us,“ Love not too well, 
« For Envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell; 
« And a flame, without Fortune's rich gifts on its 
« fide, 
«: The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mother muſt 
| „ chide. 
The grave,” &c. 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind ; 
So I put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind, 
So I put, &c. : 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid: 
If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your care: 
Condemn the god Cupid, but bleſs the fond pair, 
Condemn the god Cupid ; but bleſs the fond pair. 


eee e eee 
SON G CXXVI. 
Sung by Mr. BEAR b, in The Shepherd's Lottery. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


TY? dear Amaryllis young Strephon had lon 
Declar'd his fix'd paſſion, and dy'd for in Gas: 


He went, one May-morning, to meet in the grove, 
By her own dear appointment, this goddeſs of love: 
Mean-time in his mind all her charms he ran o'er, 
And he doated on each Can a lover do more 

He 
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He waited, and waited; then, changing his ſtrain, 
"Twas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſdain ! 
The ſun was commanded to hide his dull light, 

And the whole courſc of nature was alter'd downri ght: 
Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 

But never to change Can a lover do more? 


Cleora, it happ'd, was by accident there; 

No roſe: bud ſo tempting, no lily ſo fair : 

He preſs'd her white hand—next her lips he eſſay'd; 
Nor would ſhe deny him, ſo civil the maid ; 

Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 

And dear Amaryllis——was thought of no more. 


F 
25 SONG CXXVII. 
Sung in The Merchant of Venice. 


O keep my gentle Jeſle,+ 
What labour would ſeem hard! 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 
Her love the ſweet reward' ! 
Her love the ſweet reward ! 


The bee, thus uncomplaining, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere ; 
The ſweet reward obtaining 
Or honey all the year, 
Of honey all the year. 


ted thee dh oe hee the ode ole oe he dhe de he oe 
8 SON G CXXVIII. 
He Words by Mr. Gay, New je! by Mr. Jackſon. 


RECITATIVE., 


7 WAS when the ſeas were roaring, 
i Wich hollow blaſts of wind, 
7 A damſel 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 1 
n, A damſel lay deploring. | 
All on a rock reclin'd : 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 
lit; She caſt a wiſhful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
Thar trembled o'er the brook. 


AIX. 


4; Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long 14— days, 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou croſs the ſeas ? 
| Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
> And let my rover relt ; 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the lofing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, | 
Where gold and di'monds grow, " 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
tlas nothing made in vain ? 
Why then, beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain? 
No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid 
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Repaid each blaſt with f$ghing, 
Tach billow- with a 22.48 4 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd ; 
| Then like a lily drooping, 
* She bow'd her head and dy'd. 


lll ee eee 
SON G CXXIX. 
A favourite SoxG, in the Oratorio of Judith, 
Sung by Miſs Brent. Set by Dr. Arne, 


AIN is beauty's gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hovr ; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade: 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 
Is the pride of human wit ; 
he ſhadow of a ſhade. 


$666 6465 4444444444 +4 
So SONG CXXX. 


Sung by Mrs V ER NOX, 


AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view; 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying ; 
Bids us think tis all our due, 
Bids us think 'tis all our due. 
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Softer than the vernal breezes _ . 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain ; 

Frowning truth, our ſex diſpleaſes ; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 

+ But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive : 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 

Foohſh woman to believe, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


ie tie the ie eee Bee te to tee free eee fe 
SONG CXXXI. 
Sung by Mi/s Bax, in The Beggars Opera. 
IRGINS are like the fair flow'r in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 


Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, a 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring ; 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet; 
There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring ; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet. 
CC er pr i Go et te 
SONG CXXXII. 


Sung by Mr. DuNsTAL, in Love in a Village. 


W AS ever poor fellow fo plagu'd with a vixen ? 


Zawns! Madge, don't provoke me, but 

mind what I ſay ; (on, 

You've choſe a wrong parſon for playing your trick: 

So pack up your alls and be trudging away : 
ww You'd better be quiet, 

And not breed @ riot; 

S' blood! maſt I ſtand prating with you here all day? 

2 I've 


\ 
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Tue got other matters to mind 
ayhap you may think me an aſs ; 
But to the con you'll find: | 
A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 
+$$$+++$444+4%4+44% 444% + 
SONG CXXXI. 
Sung by Mr. Tenpucci, in Artaxerxes. 


AT ER, parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the —_— fount may flee, 


Or through fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Thro' the land *tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 


Till it reach its native home. 
+$$++++0+3+04+$43+4+ 444434 
5 sON G CXXXIV. 
The COUNTRY WEDDING. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Ser by Mr. Howard. 
7ELL met, pretty nymph, ſays a jolly young 


ſwain, 
To a lovely youn herdeſs croſſing the plain; 


ſhep 
Why ſo much in Lade] (now the month it was May) 
Shall I venture to aſk you, fair maiden, which way ? 
Then ftraight to this queſtion the nymph did reply, 
With a ſmile on her look, and a leer on her eye, 
I came from the village, and homeward I go; 
And now, gentle ſhepherd, pray why would *. Ne 
| J hope, 


_ =. _YY a. < © a. 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 11; 
[ hope, maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If [tel Larry: 6 reaſon of aſking you this ; 
I would ſee you ſafe home, (the ſwain was in love) 
Of ſuch a companion if you would approve : 
Your offer, kind ſhepherd, is civil, I own, 
But ſee no great danger in going alone; 
Nor yet can I hinder, the road being free 
For one as another, for you as for me. 


No danger in going alone, it is true, 

But yet a companion is pleaſanter too ; 

And if you could like (now the ſwain he took heart) 
Such a ſweetheart as me, we never would part : 

Oh! that's a long word, ſaid the ſnepherdeſs then; 
I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you men: 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter, *tis true; 
Then leave a young maiden the firſt thing you do. 


Oh! judge not ſo harſhly, the ſhepherd reply's ; 
To prove what I ſay, [ will make you my bride; 
To-morrow the parſon (well ſaid, little ſwain) 

Shall join both our hands, and make one of us twain : 
Then what the nymph anſwer'd to this 'tis not ſaid ; 
The very next morn to be ſure they were wed : 

Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down; 

Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a wedding in town ? 
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SONG CXXXV. 


Sung by Mr. DunsTar, in Love in a Village. 
E LL, well, ſay no more; 
| Sure you told me before ; 
I know the full length of my tether. 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 
I can ſpell you, and put you . 
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A word to the wiſe 
*** _ 4 28 
. " Addiniggers,! go talk to your weg 
Im not ſuch an elf, 112 
Thof I fayt of myſelf. 
But I know a ſheep's-head from a carrot. 
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SONG CXXXVI. 
Sung by Mie Baur, in Thomas and Sally. 
„ blugs Set by Dr. Arne. 


RET as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch, he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
Id work my en to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow rs, (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health ; 

Ah! What is grandeur link'd to vice ? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 


eee 
8 ONG CXXXVIL 
| Gor h Mk HaLLam, in Love in a Village. 
E women, like weak Indians trade, 


< 


. ,Whole judgment tinſel-ſhow n . 


Dupes to our folly we are made, 
While artful man the gain enjoys: 
We give our treaſure to be paid 


A un 2005 return in toys. 
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'$SON G CXXXVIIL. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


wW HAT means that tender ſigh my dear ? 
Why filent drops that chryſtal tear ? 
What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 

Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 
What tho' thy Jockey has been ſeen 

With Molly ſporting on the green, 

"Twas but an artful. trick to prove 

The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


"Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſt 

To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt; 

But *twas at her defire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous eye : 

Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn; 

But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

A ſweet perfume that never dies. 

7 T 
SONG CXXXIX. 
APasTORAL SONG, ang by Mr. Hubs ox, at 
Ranelagh. Ser by Mr. Battiſhill. 


W HAT ſhepherd or nymph of the grove, 
| Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 

Since Phcebe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 

What wonder, if- ſhe's from the plains ? 
Her hand they were wont to obey ; 


She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 1 
0 
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To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ftories I told, | \ 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
Or the bleating of lambs from the fold 


How oft wou'd I ſpy out a charm, 1 
Which, before, had been hid from my view 1 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, | 
My lips to her lips how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! * 
Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 1 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſt, 
Who longeſt had loy'd, and who beſt. 


8 
No changes of place, or of time, | . 
[ felt when my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 
Hach ſeaſon that chequer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, | 


Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought conteatment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. | 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The deſpair, and the envy of art: 
There all, that is worthy to- prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaft. 


8 ON 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. ng. 
SONG CXL. 


Sung in the Opera of Hliza. 
HEN all the Attic fire was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſcat, 
Poor Freedom loſt her ſeat ; 
The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 
That damp'd fair Virtue's fading light ; 
The Muſes loſt their mate, 
The Muſes loft their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander ? what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ftore ? 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer, 
To this bleſt iſle they ſteer. 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon Virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 
And Freedom ſoon was here, 
And Freedom ſoon was here. 


The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 
Religion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me, 
She calls thee now by me. 
Hark, hark, hark, her voice all plantive ſounds, 
See, ſee, ſee, ſhe revives a thouſand wounds, 
If ſhielded not by thee, | 
If ſhielded not by thee. 


SON G CXLL 
Sung by Mr. BRAD, in The Maid of the Mill. 
W HEN a maid in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let un do the beſt he can, 
She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
"Tis with pain the ſuit's began Tho'f 


— "I 
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Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 


Fearing to confeſs it plainly, | 
Leſt the folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in ſight, 
Gives the word to bill and coo ; 
*Tis a different ſtory quite, 
And ſhe quickly buckles too. 


/ 
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SONG CXLII. 
VALENTINE'-DAY. Ser Dr. Arne. 


W HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn ; 


When ſky-larks tun'd their carols ſweet, 
To hail the God of light and heat ; 
Philander from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 
Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
Fm come to be thy Valentine! 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep. denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which — a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again : 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phœbus into Thetis“ lap, 

And near forgot that his defign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, _—_ cry'd—T am undone! 4 
Philander, charming youth, begone! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 


Make virtue, not your love, appear: 
* D +08 3% . 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 121 


No fleep had clos'd theſe watchful 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe); 
To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 

'To join two virtuous hearts in one : 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


F N. c oe 
SONG cxLII. | 


Sung in the Maſk of Alfred. 


W HEN Britain firſt at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe, &c. 
This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt, in their turns, to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 

Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
Mate dreadfyl, &c. | 
R As 
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As the loudeſt blaſt that tears the ſkies, 

Serves but to root the knotted oak. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
All their, &c. | > if 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy pen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
| Rule, Britannia, &c. | 
| To thee belongs the rural reign, 
Thy cities ſhall with commerce ſhine, 
| Thy cities, &c. 
| All thine ſmall be, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
| And'ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c.. _ 
The Muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 
Shall to thy h coaſt repair ; 
Bleſs'd iſle with ties, with matchleſs beauties 
crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
. Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 
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| SONG CXIIV. 
Sung by Miſs Bux Nr, in Love in a Village. 


HENCE can you inherit 
So laviſh a ſpirit, + 


Confin'd thus, and chail'd to a log? 
Now fondled, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid ; | 
Tis leading the life of a dog, Fer 
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Or, ENGLISH SONGS TER. 123 


For ſhame "Fon a lover! 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 

Take courage, not here longer mope ; 
Reſiſt, and be free; 

Run riot, like me; 


And, to perfect the picture, elope. 
SONG CXLYV. 


Sung by Mrs. Cuivs, in As you like it. 


HEN daſies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 

And lady-ſmocks all filver white, 

Do paint the meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 10 

Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 

Cuckow ! Cuckow! oh! word of fear, 

Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 

Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks ; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, | 
Mocks marry'd men; for thus ſings he: 
Cuckow ! Cuckow ! oh! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear, 

Unpleaſing to a marry'd ear. 


R 2 SONG 
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SONG cxLVI. 
Sung in The Shepherd's Lottery. Ser iy Dr. Boyce. 0 


W. faries dance round on the graſs, W 
And revel to night's awful noon, 
O fay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, W 


All by the clear light of the moon? 
My paſſion I ſeek not to ſcreen ; 
Then can I refuſe you your boon ? 2 
I'll meet you at twelve on the green, ; 
All- by the clear light of the moon. 
Il meet you at twelve on the green, 
All by che clear light of the moon, 


The nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with his tune, 
And glad of the abſcence of morn, 
Salutes the pale light of the moon: 
How ſweet is the jeſſamine grove ! 
And ſweet are the roſes in June ; 
But ſweeter the language of love, 
Breath'd forth by the light of he moon. 
But ſweeter, &c. j 


Too flow' rolls the chariot of day, 
Unwilling to grant me my boon : 
Away, envious ſunſhine ! away, 
Give light to the place of the moon : 
But ſay, will you never deceive | 
The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon, 
And leave a ſoft maiden to grieve | 
Alone by the light of the moon ? 
And leave, &c. 


The planets ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Ere I prove ſo fickle aloon ; 


Believe 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 125 


Believe me, I'!] baniſh thy fears, 

Dear maid, by the light of the moon : 
Our loves when the ſhepherds ſhall! view, 

To us they their pipes ſhall attune, 
While we our ſoft 233 renew, 

Each night by the light of the moon: 
While we our ſoft pleaſures renew, 


Each night by t he light of the moon. 


S b - -B- F f f . * 
SONG CXLVII. 


HE BE. A Paſtoral. Set by Dr. Arne. 


H E N forc'd from dear Hehe to go, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart ! 
And I thought (but it might not be fo) 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart : 
She caſt ſuch a languiſhing view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern, 
And fo ſweetly ſhe bid me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bad me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 
To the grove I had labour'd to rear ; 
For whatever I heard her admire, 
I haſted and planted it there. 
Her voice ſuch a pleaſure conveys, 
So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
Pm ſure ſtill to love her the more. 


And now, ere I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and ſing of her lays ; 
I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 


That would fing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While 
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While he fings, may the maids in the town 
Come flocking, and liſten the while ; 

Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho' I cannot allow her to ſmile, 


To ſee, when my charmer goes by, 
Some hermit peep out of his cell, 
How he thinks of his youth, with a ſigh, 
How fondly he wiſhes her well! 
On him ſhe may ſmile, if ſhe pleaſe, 
It will warm the cool boſom of age; 
Vet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 
Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


I've ſtole from no flow'rets that grow, 
To paint the dear charms I approve ; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet ſo engaging as love? 
I fing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, ſhepherds, and enyy my ſong. 


SONG CXLVIIL 
Sung by Miſs Potrixx, in Thomas and Sally, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN I was ayoung one, what, girl was like me! 
| So wanton, ſo airy, and brisk as a bee; 

I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where-e'er 

A fiddle was heard, — to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

Twas, Thy Sir—and That, Sir t ſcarce ever 
ay; . 

And, Sunday, dreſs'd out in my ſilks and m , 

I warrant 1 Wood by the belt in the place. N ww 
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Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 1257 


At twenty I got me a huſband poor man ! 
Well ef hint We all are as good as we can ! 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho? truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff d me, but let me alone; 
Egad! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own : 

Ye wives, take the hint, when the huſband's untow'rd, 
Stand firm to your charter, and ne'er be a coward. 


But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my woe ; 

Im not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a ſore foe; there's no ſhunning his dart; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 

Growing old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum- chance; 
| ſtil! love a tune, though unable to dance; 

And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

| teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


rde 

SONG CXLIX. 

Sung by Mr. MaTTOCKs, in Thomas and Sally. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


W HEN late I wander'd ofer the plain, 
From nymph to nymph L ſtrove in vain - 


My wild deſires to rally: 
But now they're of dende, come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally. 


Vet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, Come, 
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Come then, oh come ! thou ſweeter far 

Than jeſſamine and roſes are, | 
Or lilies of the valley ; 

O follow love, and quit your fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. * 
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SONG CL. 
wW HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Engliſhman 


7 


It ennobled our veins, and enriched our blood ; 
Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were good: 
O the 10aſt beef of Old England ! 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef ! 


But fince we have learnt from all-conquering France 

To cat their ragouts, as well as to dance, 

We're fed up with nothing—but vain compliſance : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


Our fathers of old were robuſt ſtout and ſtrong, 

And kept open houſe with good cheer all day long, 

Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſong: 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name ? 

A ſneaking poor race, half begotten—and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame : 
O the roaſt beef, &c. | 


When _ Queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch ſlip- ſlops were known, 


The world was in terror, if e er ſhe did frown ; 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


1an's 
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in thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main, 

They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 

As witneſs the vaunting Armada of Spain. | 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


ob! then they had ſtomachs to eat and to * 
And, — wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelves 
right; 
But now we're a pack of I could—byt good-night ; 
O the roaſt beef of Old England 
And O the Old Engliſh roaft beef! 


— 


SONG CLI. 


HEN once I with'Philander ray'd; 
Where rivers run murmuring by, 
I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made; 
* ſwain was ſo happy as 1 ? 
y breaſt was a ſtranger to care, — 
8 my wealth by her kiſſes I told; . 4 
[ thought myſelf richer, by far, 
Than he that had mountains of gold... 


But now I am poor and undone, © 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, ' 
Are beſtow'd on a _— ſwain: 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem, 
Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midfummer dream, 
As fickle as Midſummer dew.. 


O Phillis, fickle and fair, 
Why did you my love then ap rove ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit thro' deſpair 
L ſeon had forgotten " love : 


* 
moe * 
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You ſmibd, and your ſmiles was fo ſweet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were fo unkind, 
I could not fuſpe@ the deceit, © 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind, 


When teinpeſts the ocean deform, 
And biltows ſo mountanious roar, 
The pilot ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 25 
Ne'er venttires his bark from the ſhore ; 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes arife, | 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the fea, 
His art be too credulous tries, 
And ſailing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


s oON G CLI. 
Sung by N. HALL Au, in Love in a Village. 


HENCE once love's ſubtile poiſon gains 
A paſſage to the female breaſt ; 
Ruſhing, like lightning; thro? the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſt. 
To heal thgpangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in vain its {kill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 
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8 ON G CLE. 
DUET. Sung by Mr. Brax b, and MIG Vouvxcd. 


HEN Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
| How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn 

When the antling ſtag is rouz'd with the ſound, 
Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, p 
| An 
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And thinks he has left us behind on the plains : 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of the 
glorious game. | 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 

And winged with fear, he redoubles his ſpged : 

But, oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the kuntſman, his ears loſe the cries : 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 

And he pants till with well ſcented hounds ſurround- 
ed he dies. | 
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SON'o Cliv. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
W And flow'rs were fair to ſee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye ; 
Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free : 
„Gang down the burn, m gentic love, 
And ſoon Pl] follow thee.” * 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 
That dwelt on this burn fide ; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride : 

Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her eyes were azure blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 

What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And nothing ſure, unmeet ! 

S 2 | For, 
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For, ganging hame, I heard them ſay 

| They Me a walk ſo ſweet : 

His cheek to her's he fondly laid ; 
She cry'd, Sweet love, be true; 

« And when a wife, as now a maid, 
« To death Pl! follow you.” 
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$1 - SON G CLV: 1 
Sung by Miſs BxenT, in Love in a Village. 
HEN we ſee a lover languiſh, 
And his truth and honour prove ; 


Ah ! how ſweet to heal his anguiſh, 
And repay him love for love! 


. f f- Ax AAAS LACK ACA a 
..SONG CLVI, 
Sung by Myſs HALL am, in The Maid of the Mill, 


IT H the man that I love, was I deftin'd to 
D TER ES 
On a mountain, a moor, ina cot, in a cell, 
Retreats the moſt barren, mon deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or. a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire: 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire ; 
yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! *tis all they can taſte. , _. 


SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 133 


I 
SONG CLVI. 
Sung by Mr. D1Bpen, in The Maid of the Mill. 


WHE N you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good nature; 
2 Prove as kind again to ſhe. 
| Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and preſs her, 


Morning, noon, and night, carcſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


- But if one you meet that's frow-ard, 
Saucy, jilting, and untow-ard, 
Should you a& the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her neer he whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
7 Then agog when once you find her, 
Let her go and never mind her ; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


. e dei indi Hide e. 
K SONG CLVIIL | 


Sung by Miſs Davies, at Vauxhall. 
Set by Mr. Samuel Howard. 


HERE ſhall Czlia fly for ſhelter ? 
In What ſecret grove or caye ? 
Sighs and ſonnets ſent ro melt her, 
. From che young, the gay, the brave. 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burns 
Cupid oor li Hymen's archer, 
G5 Whereſoc'erTthe damſel turns. 
Virtue, 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, In 
If diſcretion guide us not) U. 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, A 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: W 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer, 


Now ſome ſubtile mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamma's miſtake, 
Stinting flame by baiting fewel, 
2 rag and _—_ 
Would you your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the ay, 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 


SONG CLIX. 
Sung in the Double Diſappointment. 


HEREVER I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
I find that my paſſion's fo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when I'm ſilent, runs ſtill in my ſong. 
Sing Ballinamone Ora, Ballinamone Ora, 


Ballinamone Ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; 

I ſleep all the day to forggt half my woes: 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 
Sing Ballinamone Ora, Ballinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for nie. 


In 


Ng. 


ne. 


In 
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» 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 

And grant the petition your lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Ballimone Ora, Ballimoney Ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwin ing long ſword, how I'll ſtrut and PH 
ſtride ! 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey P1I ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Ballinamone Ora, Ballinamone Ora, * 
Your little white fiſt for me. 


SONG CLX. 


KITTY FELL. Sung at Ranelagh. 


HILE beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
Or bards to get a dinner by't, 
Their well-feign'd paſſions tell, 
Let me in humble verſe proclaim 
My love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 
Oh——— charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas ! I know full wal: 
I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 
The dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c, 
Of 
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Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid, 
To cure the wounds which love had made, 
And bad a long farewell: _ 
But tother day ſhe croſs'd the green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming. Kitty Fell, 


Charming Kitty, &c. 


Lafe'd her why, the paſy'd that way ? 
To church, the cry'd———1I cannot ftay : 
Why don't you hear the bell ? 

To church oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd : ſhe would not hear my prayer, 
Ah ! cruel Kitty Fell, 
Cruel Kitty, &c. 
And now I find *tis all in vain, 
I live to love and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell : 
For tho”. ſhe. caſts a ſcornful eye, 
Jn death my faultring tongue will cry, 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 0 
Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


eee tht 


SONG CLXI. 


Sung by Miſs BxexT, in the Opera of Eliza. 


HO D know the ſweets of liberty? 
Tis to climb the mountain's brow ; 
Thence to diſcern rough induſtry 
At the harrow or the plow: 
"Tis where my ſons their crops have ſhown, 
Calling the harveſt all their own, 1 
| Tis 
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'Tis where the heart to truth allay'd, 
Never felt unmanly fear; 

Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 
Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee ; 
Theſe are the ſweets of liberty. 


So te the oe] 


SONG CLXII. 


CANTATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


Won, buy a heart? Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 

A pair of eyes, that wound at fight, 

And ſoil the di'mond's piercing light. 


ReciTtarTive. 


Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love; 
Quickly, quickly come ; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


Alx. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume. 

With even Crœſus' wealth to come; 

Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 

Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold. 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 

For love's the only coin I take. 


p SONG 
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SONG CLXIII. 
F Set by Mr. Howard, 
HY heaves my fond boſom ? ah ! what can it 


mean 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene? 
Why this ſi — trembling when Daphne is near; 
Or why, w e's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 


Methinks I with wonder for ever could trace 

The thouſand ſoft charms which embelliſh thy face 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav d by thy mind, 
With thy face, &c. | 


Untainted with olly, unſully'd with pride, 


There native good-humour and virtue reſide: 

Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply . 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die, 
With compaſſion for him who without thee muſt die. 


CCC AAA AA. 
SONG CLXV. 


Sung by Mr. SHUTER, in The Maid of the Mill. 


HV how now, Miſs pert ! 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ftroaking ? 
Wou' d you make me a fool, 

; You play-thing, you tool ? 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ? 
Get out of my ſight! 

*Twould be ſerving you right, 
To lay a found doſe of the laſh on: | 
75 Contradi®? 


in it 


Ma: 
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Contradi& your Mamma! 
I've a mind by the la— 
But I won't put myſelf in a paſſion. 


U mihkfnknkhe 3etkntt- 
SONG CLXVI. 


The Soncof DIANA, Sung by Miſs PorTiER, 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. Set by Dr. Boyce. 


ITH horn and with hounds I waken the day, 
And hie to my woodlands walk away ; 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 

And tie to my forehead a wexing moon ; 

] courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 

And chaſe the wild-goats o'er ſummits f rocks: 

With ſhouting, and hooting, we pierce thro' the (ky, 

And Echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


e - -b f-. r K- K- G- G c- x x x. 
SONG CLXVII. 
Sung in Eliza, an Engliſh Opera. 
W IT H ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen 


are ſeen, 
For their country they arm, their religion and queen. 
How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives 
In defence of their freedom, their children and wives ! 


Ye tyrants, ye know not what Liberty yields, 

How ſhe gue all our ſhores, and protects all our 
fields. 

As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ſtrong, 

She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our ſong. 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main. 


Eliza / 
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Eliza is queen, and-her braye loyal band 
Shall drive each invader far out of thg land. 


7277S 
| SONG CLXVIIL 
Sung by Miſs BxenT, in Comus. Ce- by Dr. Arne. 


wW O ULD you taſte the noon-tide ait, 
To yon fragrant bow*r repair. 

; Where, woven with the poplar bough, 
k 'The mantling vine will ſhelter you, 

| The mantling vine will ſhelter you: 

| Down each Fe a fountain flows, 

I: Tinklin g, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly%o'er the moſſy ground, 

I! +  - Lightly oer the moſſy ground, 

I Suitry Pheebus ſcorching round, 

| Sultry Phcebus ſcorching round. 


Round the languid herds, and ſheep, 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny hillocks, ſteep ; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 

The fair does all alone repoſe, 

'The fair does all alone repoſe * 

All alone; yet in her arms 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſt, and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone, 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


be te pt er ee ere te eee feds fe df oe 
SONG CLXIX. | 
MYRTILLA. | 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Mr. Howard, 


E chearfaul virgins, have ye ſeen 
* My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, To 
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To roſe or jeſſ'mine bow'r ? 
To roſe or jeſſ' mine bow'r ? 
Where does ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 
4 For ſure ye know the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 
Sweet as the May-born flow'r, 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe 
Join'd with the lily as it grown, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie, 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie. 
Like dew-drops glittering on the morn, 
When Phœbus gilds the 13 thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her eye, 
Health ſparkles in her eye. 


Her ſong is like che linnet's lay, 
That warbles chearful on each ſpray, 
To hail the vernal beam, 
To hail the vernal beam. 
Her heart is blither than her ſong ; 
Her paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding ſtream, 
Like the ſmgoth-gliding ſtream. 


. . 


SON G CLXX. 
Sung by Miſs Pore, in The Way to Keep Him. 
. Set by Dr. Arne, 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd. is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. 


0 , 4 The 
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The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eve, 
Your roſes and lilies, may make the men figh : 
But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar ; 
"Tho? muſic in both, they are both apt to jar : 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much 


The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command: 

Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ſkill ; 

For hearts, __ your birds, may be tam'd to Your 
will. 


Be gay and good-humour'd, complying and kind; 

Turn the _ of your care from your face to your 
mind; 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 

And Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


iid bn ffndemkindhnmkimim deem r- N-. c 
SONG CLXX. 


Sung by Mr. Lows. Set by Mr. Worgan. 
E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart; 
For once attentive be a while 
To what I now impart. 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 


'The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 


And 


eve, 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 143 


And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthful blood __ to flow. 


She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt ; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride ; 

And, left yonr tongue your mind betray, 
ln fewer words — 1h : 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing, ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex ; 

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a Pride 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 


To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 


Of jealouſy beware; 
His love with kind compliance meet; 
Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXI. 
Sung in Lethe. 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perp|-:, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex ; 
- Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt; 
Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt; 
Obey the glad ſummons to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd : 

Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care, 

And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her fond fool to — her gallants; 

The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream and forget all your care; 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


the the te the hee 2h te ofthe fe ee te the he of oe 
SONG CLXXIL 

Written by William Whitehead, Eq ; Poet Lanreat. 
| Sung by Mr. Bar. 


VES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
1 And Celia has undone me:; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how +, 
The pleaſing plague flole on me; [ 


5 


Ty 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 14; 


Tis not her face that love creates, 
For there no graces revel ; 
'T'is not her ſhape, for there the Fates, 
*1'is not her ſhape, for there the Fat:s 
Fave rather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


'Tis nct her air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman: 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm; 
Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, 'tis that provoking charm, 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


CC EC EEC IC IO ACA A A 
SONG CLXXIII. 
Sung at Ranelagh. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and 
free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me ; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's good 
cheer, 

The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tippling, dram-fipping fellows retreat, 
Lut your beer- drinking Britons can never be beat. 

But your, KC, ; A 
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The French with their vineyards are meagre and pale, 


They drink of the ſqueezings of half-ripen'd fruit; 

But we, who have hop- grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Shou'd the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with 
our poles, 


We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern- jaws 


ring; 
For your — beer- drinking Britons are ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country and 
king. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


CCC 
SON G CLXXIV. 


Sung by Mr. G11.50N, at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Yates. 
Y E virgins, attend, 


Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan; 
. Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 
But get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man; 
Then chooſe out a youth 
Of honour and truth, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan ; 
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Then, maids, make your hay 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
Will artfully take 
Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan ; 
But baffle their ſnare 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marry'd as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, 

The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings | 
That jealouſy brings; 

But be conſtant, and ble while you can. 


e e e . &. &.. . K K... C 
| SONG CLXXV. 
Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Mr. Worgan. 


* ©UNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight; 
He's ever unhappy when I'm from his ſiglit; 
He wants to be with me where-ever I go ; 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo. 


His pleaſure all day is to fit by my ſide ; 

He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide : 
I bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling, ſays No ; 
The deuce 7 26 is in him for plaguing me fo, 


The deuce, &c. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve ; 
Lakk him, what favour he hopes to receive ? 


U 2 His 
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His anſwer's a ſigh, while in bluſhes I glow : 
What mortal beſide him would plague a maid fo ? 
What mortal, &c. 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the wake, 
And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his ſake. 

Such trifles *tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 

1 ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo, 

TI ſure, &c. 


He hands me each eve from the cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
But what's his intention I wiſh I could know, 

For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him ſo, 
For I'd rather be marry'd than plagu'd with him fo. 


Cc ˙ print 
SONG CLXXVI. 


YOUNG COLIN. Sung by Mrs, Vincent 


ON G Colin was the bonieſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 
Or danc'd upon the lee: 
The wanton kid, in gameſome round, 
That frolicks o'er the flow'ry ground, 
Was not ſo blythe as he. 


Beneath the oak in yonder vale, 
You'd think you heard the nightingale, 
Whene'er he rais'd his voice: 
But, ah! the youth was all deceit; 
His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice. 


The maidens ſung, in willow groves, 
Of Colin's falſe and perjar'd loves; 


Here Jenny told her woes; 


4 


And 


ke 


0, 


7 
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And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, 
Whoſe cheeks like dying lilies look, 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe. 


Unhappy fair, my words believe, 


So ſhall no ſwain your hopes deceive, 


And leave you to deſpair : 


Fre he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 


Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah! you'll find 
Falſe Colins every where. 
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SONG CLXXVII. 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


OUNG Daphne was the prettieſt maid 


The eyes of love could fee ; 

And but one fault the charmer had, 
"Twas cruelty to me, 
Twas cruelty to me. 


No ſwain that e'er the nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was younger ; 
Yet, when her pity I implor'd, 
»Twas, Stay a little longer, 
*T was, &c. 


It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 
One May-morn, in the grove; 
When Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
Now, now's the time for love, 

Now, &C. 


1 claſp'd the maid ; it wak'd her pride: 
What! did I mean to wrong her? 

Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd ; 

But love will ſtay no longer, 
But loye, &c. 


Then, 
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Then, kneeling at her feet, I ſwore 
How much 1 lov'd, how well ; 
And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell, 
With her, &c. 


Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in her eye 
Of all my care's prolonger : 
Yet Daphne utter d with a ſigh, 
Oh! ſtay a little longer, 
Oh! ſtay, &c. 


The conflict in her ſoul I faw: 

- *Twixt virtue and deſire: 

Oh ! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's law 
Give ſanction to love's fire, 
Give ſanction, &c. 


Ve lovers, gueſs how great my joy! 
Cou'd rapture well prove ſtronger ? 

When virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's voice, 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, 
You now—fhall ſtay no longer. 


TS CLXXVHL... 
Sung by Miſs BxexT, in Love in a Village, 


QUNGTHI am, and fore afraid: 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? | 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe ; 

And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 

Sure my tender heart wou'd break, 


SONG 
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Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 25. 


SONG CLXXIX. 
LOVE in LOW LIFE. 


Y oUuNG Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy ſo fair; 
1 The lafs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonair: 
They hugg'd and they cuddled, and talk'd with their 


eyes, ) 
And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 

A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came too ; 
(For maidens a decency keep when they woo. ;) 


At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow ; 
And Jockey he gave her for jointure, his cow. 


They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kiſfing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed ; 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed, 


They ſtaid there a week as the neighbours all ſay ; 
And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they : 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cries, Gaffer Jock, 

Pray what is the reaſon that Mogg, you mock ? 

Quoth _ Gooſe, come on ! why you now are my 
ride; 

And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide. 


He took home his Moggy, good conduct to learn, 

Who bruſh'd up the houſe, white he thatch'd the old 
barn ; 

They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, 

And now live as man and wife uſually do, 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXX. 


Sum ly Mis WAI x, at Ranelagh. Ser by Ir, 


Michael Arne. 


/ OUNG Molly, who lives at the foot of the hill, 
And whoſe fame ev'ry virgin with envy does fill, 

Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare, 

That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. 


One ev'ning, laſt May, when I travers'd the grove, 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 

I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 

By a murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 

A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid : 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, 
With raptures to gaze on her delicate air, 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart : 
And From thence, how to win the dear maid, was m/ 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. (care; 


When ſhe ” me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd I was 
rude, | 

And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude : 

I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there, 

But laid all the blame on her delicate air ; 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to obtain, 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to caſe my fond pain. 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 

But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit; 

But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 

Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd the fair, 

How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 
SONG 
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80 NG CLXXXI. | 
Sang by Miſs Davies, a Vauxhall. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


OUNG Phillis one morning a maying would goz 
When ſaunt'ring among the ſweet meads to and 
in vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, (fro, 
Nor daſies nor Jaffodils gave her delight: 
Her heart with the throbings of paſſion did move; 
Each bird on the ſpray could have told her twas love. 


At length ſhe grew and fat by a brook 

Wheres Strephon, . . was baiting his hook : 

Unnotic'd he ſaw her, — heard her complain ; gf 

* _ _—_ —_ to allay her — pain; 

The ſwain had | many 2 lats to the grove, 

And he 9 !) thought that Phillis wou'd 
love. 


Howe'er as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her breaſt : 
Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 

Which Strephon perceiv'd, and began to adore ; 

He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her love. 


TIO php ppp pp bppf$+% 
$ONG CLXXXI. 
Sung at Sadler's-Wells. 
* O UN G Strephon, a ſhepherd, the pride of the 
plain, 
Each day is attempting my kindneſs to gain: 


He takes all occaſions — to renew ; 
[ always reply, that his courting won't do. 
| X 


He 
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He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more kind, 
And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind: 
I fay Tm engag'd, and 1 with him to go ; 

He me ſo oft, till I rudely faid No. 


To Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's-day, the dear youth, 
I tell him I plighted my faith and my truth ; 

That wealth cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 
And my heart is another's, —ſo beg he will go: 


That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 

And the heart that is honeſt can never be fold ; 

That I figh not for grandeur, but look down on ſhow; 
And to Tyr muſt haſten, nor anſwer him No. 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 

If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: 

He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 
I pity his ſuff ring, but boldly ſay No. 


I try to avoid him in hopes of ſweet peace ; 

He haunts me each moment to make me ſay Ves: 
But to-morrow ye fair-ones; with Thyrſis I go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay No. 


eee e e - r K. . - i. 
SONG CLXXXIII. | 
Sung by Mr. Bear, in the Chaplet. 
Y OU * at your feet that I wept in deſpair, 
And 


w'd that no angel was ever ſo fair: 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe [ ſpoke ? 


What know we of angels -I meant it in joke. 


T next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove 

1 have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar-year ; 

And not yet contented !-- Have conſcience, my dear. 
| SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 15; 


$ ON G CLXXXIV. 
OU tell me Pm handſome, (I know not how 


true) 
And eaſy and chatty, and good-humour'd too? 
That — lips are as red as the roſe bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tunc: 
All this has been told me by twenty before; - 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. - 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, _ 

Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am T ! 

My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring ; 
My voice, like the nightingale's, knows but a fpring : 
For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give oer; 
To love me for life, you muſt love me ſtill more. 

To love me, &c. : | | 


'Then talk not to me of a ſhape or an air ; 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there: 

'Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſun-ſhine the day : 
For that if you love me, _ flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 
And J, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


--- ink nn init tht 
SON G CLXXXV. 


The FAIR MONITOR, F 
Sung by Miſs Brown, at Sadler's-Wells, 
* OU' VE ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 


When you was once as blithe as me ; 
When vows were offer'd at your (brine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 


X 2 When 


When you cou'd ling; and dance, and Play ; ; 
Alas! December treads on May. 


Behold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe, 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Siurrounded by a thouſand foes ; 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
| And harſh December treads on May. 


Ide whole creation owns this truth; 
Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 
The mode, ſevere on blooming youth, 
By. which- themſelves cou'd never at? 
The blood that's warm will have its way, 
Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride ; 
Come ſpor new ochre ame h 

In ſpite of age, prudiſh 3 

| The Ms of love —all ſhould obey, 

| Before December treads on May. 
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Sung by Mr. StroT2s, in The Maid of the Mill. 


OU vile pack of vagabonds ! RA OE! 
PH maul you, raſfcallions, . 
Ye tatter demallions— 

If one of them come within reach of my cane, 

Such curſed aſſurance, 

"Tis paſt all endurance, 


Nay, nay, pray come away. 


| They're 
- Oy, 
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They're Vars and thieves, 
And he that believes 
Their fooliſh predictions 
Will find them but fictions, 
A bubble that always deceives. 


+$++$40900$900+$$$+44 
SONG CLXXXVIL 


Sung at Vauxhall. Set by Dr. Arne. 


URE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
That ever gave ſhepherd glee ; 
Not May-day, in its morning-dreſs, 
Is halt ſo {ith 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore 4 | 
Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey fip, 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love · taught lip: 8 

But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 
The 1ipe temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 
Like me you'll be undone, 


Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 
And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 
More ſporti ve than the kid I kept, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawn : 
To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver ; 
Yet e're the parting-kiſs was cold 
I laugh'd at love and her, But 
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But now the gloomy. grove I ſeek, * 
Where love-lorn ſhepherds ftray ; T 
There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 
And ſigh my ſoul away: 
Nought but 1 5 my fancy paints, Ye 
No dawn of hope I ſee ; 
For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
And laughs at love and me. 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, 4 
So late my only care, 

Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, - 
And ſtray d I know not where: 

Alas ! my ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My lambkins loſt, adieu! 

No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. | 
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SONG CLXXXVIII. Ani 
| 8 'Th 
A favourite Sox a, ug by M/s BrexT, at Ranelagh Wl An 
T HE gaudy tylip ſwells with pride, Ye 
And rears its beagties to the ſun, An 
With heaven- born tints of Iris“ bow; He 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, Ar 
As in the ſhade it firives to ſhun As 
The hand of ſome rapicious foe. " 
Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore Tt 
That from the-tulip can ariſe, Sh 
When parted from its glowing bed: W 
While hid, the vilet charms the more, Fo 


ike incenſe in its native ſkies, 
When cropt to grace the virgin-head, 
| | Then 
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Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's various robe : 
Where pride declines and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity o'er-pow'rs ; 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe : 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives, 
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SONG CLXXXIX, 
The NON-PAREILLE. 
Set by Dr. Boyce. 
T HE "—_ that I lov'd was as chearſul as day, 
4+ 


And as ſweet as the bloſſoming haw-thorn in 
May ; 

Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the mother's of love : 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours from flow'ry beds ; 
Yet warm in affection as Phœbus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the filver-white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſuow, 
And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow ; 
As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood ; 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful, good: 
The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 
She cull'd, as the bee does the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was 1! 
For tho” her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 
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SONG. CXC. 
Sung at Vauxhall, Set by Mr. Worgar. 


TE-3 E ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone, 
May-morning put its beauties on, 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrain, 
And ſweeter flowrets deck'd the plain, 
And ſweeter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 
When love, a ſoft intruding — 
That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, Away, 
For this is Nature's holiday, 

For this is Nature's holiday. 


The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte ; 


The painted mead he inſtant paſs'd, 


And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 
Where Beauty ſlept, and Silence reign'c 
Where Beauty, &c. 

Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 

To new-born pleaſures ope thine eyes : 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May ; 

For this is Nature's holiday, 

For this. &c. | 


Forth came the maid in beauty bright, 
As Phabus in meridian light: 
Entranc'd in rapture, all conteſt, 

The ſhepherd dalpd her to his breaſt, 
The ſhepherd, &c. 

Then gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 
He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 
A melting ſigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, youth's our holiday, 
Conſider, &c, 
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Ah! foſt, ſhe ſail, for pity's ſake ; 
What! kiſs me e're I'm well awake! 
For this ſo early came you here? 
And hail you thus the riſing year ? 
And hail, &c. ; 

Sweet innocence, ah, ceaſe to chide ! 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply'd ; 
In Pleaſure's flow'ry fields we'll ſtray, 
And this ſhall be Love's holiday, 
And this, &c. 


A crimſon glow warm'd o'er her cheek; 
She look'd the thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak : 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon feiz'd her trembling hand, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand. 
His dancing heart in tranſport play'd, 
To church he led the bluſhing maid, 
Then bleſs'd the happy morn of May; 
And now their life's all holiday, 

And now their life's all holiday. 
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SONG CXCI, 

MAY, the MOTHER of LOVE. 
Set by Mr. Long. 

H E virgin when ſoften d by May, 


Attends to the villagers vows, 


The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 


Ador'd 


And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida a3 Venus may reign, 
or her beauty above; 


We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 


Hail May as the Mother of Love. 
T From 
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From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine: 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's ſide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the the butterflies wing, 

He flutter's in bridal array; 

If che larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May : 

The ſtock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 

And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 

That May is the Mother of Love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay; 

Get your pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherd's, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May: 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 

Let him tell her ſoft tales and he'll find, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 
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SONG CXCII. 


Set by Dr. Boyce. 


H O' Chloe's out of faſhion, 
Can bluſh and be ſincere ; 
I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 
If all the belles were here : | 
* {6 What 


—. 
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What tho” no di'monds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry — virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd. 


In modeſt, plain apparel ; 
No patches, paint, or airs 3 
In debt alone to Nature, 
An angel ſhe appears: 
From gay coquets, high finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no rules; 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 


The hearts of all the fools. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own; 
The graces all poſſeſſing, 

Vet knows not ſhe has one: 
Then grant me, gracious heav'n, 
The gifts you moſt approve, 

And Chloe, charming Chloe, 
Will bleſs me with her love. 


C ASS AAAS 
SONG CXCIV. 


Sung by Mr. Beard, in Artaxerxes. 


HY father ! away !—I renounce the ſoft claim, 
Thou ſpot to my honour ! thou blaſt to my fame! 
Let juſlice the traitor to puniſhment bring; 
His father he loſt when he murder'd his king. 


1 2 SONG 
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s Oo NG CXCIV. - 

Sung by Miſs Bax r, in Love in a Village. Ti 
7 IS. not wealth, it is not birth, Hi 
Can value to the ſoul convey: Tl 

Minds poſſeſs ſuperior worth, Ar 
Which chance nor gives nor takes away. A 
Like the ſun true merit ſhows, H 
Buy nature warm, by nature bright; 1 
With inbred flames he nobly glows, A 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. . 


5 8 Oo N G CXCV. 


The Words made to à favourite Scoren Alk, in the 
Overture of Thomas and Sally. 


Sung by Miſe BxenT, at Ranelagh. Ser by Dr. Arne. 
Ho eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 


Blithe Jocky to young Jenny came; / 
But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her Spinning Wheel. ] 


Her milk-white hand he did extol, 

And prais'd her fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel ; 

But ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 

Then round about her ſlender waiſt 

He'claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd ; 

'To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 

But yet ſhe'turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 

With gentle voice ſhe bid him riſe, : 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes: 


«| 
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Her fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
Yet ſtill ſhe turn'd her Spinning-Wheel. 


Till bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd ; 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 


At laſt, when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant her for his bride : 
'Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her Spinning-Wheel. 
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SONG CXCV. 


The GOLDFINCH to CHLOE. 
RERCITATIVk. 


bs TO Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 
The charms ot heav'nly Liberty, 
A gentle bird, till then with bondage pleas'd, 
With ardour panted to be free ; 
His priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain; 
Yet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting ſtrain, 


AIX. 


Whilſt to diſtant vale I wing, 

Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs proves to dwell 
Than in my Chloe's warmer cell, 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince by thee 
I firſt was taught ſweet Liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 
With genial warmth, the ing year, 


Pl 
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Sung by Miſs BxexT, in The Maid of the Mill, 


The LARK; 


I'll tell upon the topmaſt ſpray, 
Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And in my priſon learn'd from thee 
To warble Grth {weet Liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care, 
That kind concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 
To thoſe which he poor captive feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ſtrives not for his Liberty, 


SONG CXCVI. 


| AS I ſure a life to lead, 

| Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 
Ev'ry hardſhip wou'd I brave, 
Rudeſt toil, ſevereſt need, 

Ere yield my hand ſo cooly 

To the man who never truly 
Could my heart in keeping have, 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 


Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe ; 


Take to them your love, 1 conjure you, 
And in mercy {et me at eaſe. 
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SONG CXCVI. 
LOTHARTIO. Set by Dy. Arne. 


V AINLV now ye ſtrive to charm me, 


All ye ſweets of blooming May; 


How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 


While Lotharia keeps away? 
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Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky ; 

Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine fills her eye. 
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SONG CXCVIL. 


TRIO. Sung by Mr. Beard, M BrEST, ard 
Miſs HALLAM, in Love in a Village. 


1 Mr. Beard. 

F . ELL, come, let us hear what the ſwain muſt 
poſſeſs, 

! Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſuccels ? 

"_ Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 


He muſt be, firſt of all, 

Straight, comely, and tall ; 
Neither aukward, nor fooliſh ; 
Nor apiſh, nor muliſh ; 

Nor yet ſhou'd his fortune be ſmall. 

Mr. Beard. 

What think'ſt of a captain? 


Miſs Hallam. 
All bluſter and wounds ! 


Mr. Beard. 

What think'ſt of a *ſquire ? 
Miſs Brent. 

To be left for his hounds. 


Miſs Brent, and Miſs Hallam. 
The youth who is form'd to my mind 
Muſt be geatle, obliging, and kind ; 
Of all things ia nature, love me, 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak, and to ſee, 
Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind, 
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| Mr. Beard. 
*Fore George; a moſt rare matrimonial receipt, 
Trio. ; 


Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate ; 
Remember, tis wedlock determines your fate. 
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SONG CXCIX. . 
Set by Dr. Boyce. T} 
| HEN the nymphs were contending for beauty 1 
and fame, | N 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim; I 
And, to crown the high tranſports dear conqueſt ex- 
Cites, a 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's, Q 
But how ſhall I whiſper this fair one's ſad caſe ? T 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her tweet face ; 8e 
Her vermillion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, A 
And all the gay graces of beauty are fled, V 
And all, &c. - V 
Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you triumph in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho” alter'd from pretty to plain, [ 
Is now more engaging, fince reaſon took place, B 
Than when ſhe poſſeſt the perfections of face, C 
Than when, &c. A 
Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquet it, and teaze, 1 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe ; N 
Makes truth ard diſcretion the guide of her life; 


Tho' 2 for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wite. | 
Tho? ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe's well form'd for a wif- 


SONG 


or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 165 


SONG CC. 
CANTAT A. By M.. Stanley. 


Alx. 
HIL E others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
* And fondly aim at growing gat, 


Let me, (with roſy chaplets erown' d, 
Stretch'd on the flower-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices ak 
Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 
Already fee the purple juice 

Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 
„A ſecond youth !=—Agpain, the bowl 
With warm defires inflames my ſoul, 


RBg8ciTATIVE., 


Quickly, ah quickly muſt I leave 

The joys which wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 

And mingle with my parent earth, - 
Where kings diveſted of their ſtate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common. fate. 


A1r. 


Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine : 
Come, ye virgin throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blitheſome round ; 
While the genial bowl inſpires 
„Volt delight and gay deſires. 


2 SONG 


The LARK; 
SONG. CCL. | 
Jung by Mrs. CiBBtr, in The Oracle, 


w OU LD you with her you love be bleſt, 
| Ye lovers theſe inſtructions mind, 
Conceal the paſſion in your breaſt, 

Be dumb, inſenſible, and blind: 
But when with gentle looks you meet, 

And ſee the artleſs bluſhes riſe, 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet ; 

The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the maid ſincere, 
Where virtue is with beauty join'd ; 
'Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 
No more inſenſible, or blind : 
Pour forth the tranſports of your heart, 
And ſpeak your foul without diſguiſe ; 
"Tis fondue, fondneſs muſt impart ; 
The Oracle no more implies. 


Tho' pleaſing, fatal is the ſnare, 
That ſtill entraps all womankind ; 
Ladies, beware, of wiſe, take care, 
Be deaf, inſenſible and blind: 
But ſhould ſome fond deſerving youth 
Agree to join in Hymen's ties, 
Be tender, conſtant, Crown his truth; 
The Oracle no more implies | 


4444-664 4-+-4 44-44-66 46+ 
| SONG CCIL | 
Sung by Mr. Gilsox, at Vauxhall. 


E belles and beaux, attend my ſong, 
I'll tell you ſomething new; 


Perhaps 


j 


or, ENGLISH SONGSTER, 171 


| Perhaps you'll ſmile, and think me wrong ; 
Tho? ſtrange, you'll find it true. 
In days of yore, hiſtorians ſay, 
"Twas wiſdom bore the prize; 
But modern times have chang'd the lay, 
»Tis folly to be wiſe. 


Let no grave Cynic take offence, 
And think me too unkind ; 

All boaſt of wiflom's but pretence, 
Our paſſions makes us blind. 

Obſerve, at church, the learned prieſt, 
He bids you temprance prize; 

Yet o'er his bottle, at a feaſt, 
"Tis folly to be wile, 


No more thoſe muſty rules purſue, 
Once taught in heathen ſchools ; 
Believe me (for | tel] you true) 
The ancients were but fools. 
As thro' life's ſtream we glide along, 
We diff'rent paſſions prize 
But be the burden of my ſong, 
"Tis folly to be wiſe. 


CCC 
SONG CCI. 


Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, Miſs HALLAu, Mr. Suu- 
Tee, Miſs BrtxnT, and Mr. BEarD, in The 
N Maid of the Mill. 


Mr. Marrocxks. 


IELD who will, to form a martyr, 
While, unaw'd by idlo ſhame, 
Pride for happineſs I barter, 
Heedleſs of the millions blame. 
| Z 2 Thus 


The LARK; 


Thus with love my arms I quarter : 
Women din nature's frame, 

Ev'ry privilege by charter, 
Have a right from man to claim. 

Miſs Hallam. 

Eas'd of doubts and fears perſaging, 
What new joys within me riſe, 

While Mamma her frowns aſſuaging, 
Dares no longer tyrannize ! 

So, long ſtorms and tempeſts raging, 
When the bluſt'ring fury dies, 

Ah, how lovely, how engaging, 
Proſpects fair, and cloudleſs ſkies. 

Mr. Shuter. 

Dad! but this is wond'rous pretty, 
Singing each a round-de-lay ; 

And I'll mingle in the ditty, | 
Tho” I ſcarce know what to ſay. 
There's a daughter briſk and witty, 
Here's a wife can wiſely ſway ; 

Truſt me, maſters, *twere a pity 
Not to let them have their way. 
Miſs Brent. | 
My example 1s a rare one, 
ut the cauſe may be divin'd ; 
Women want not merit dare ,one 
Hope diſcerning men to find? 
O may each accompliſh'd fair one, 
Bright in perſon, ſage in mind, 
Viewing my good. fortune, ſhare one 
Full as ſplendid, and as kind, 
Mr. Bzazo. : 
| Laugh'd at, lighted, circumvented, 
And expor'd for folks to ſee't ; 


»Tis 


Wc 1 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 173 


. "Tis as thof a man repented 
For his follies in a ſheet. 
But my wrongs go unreſented, 
Since the fates have thought them meet ; 
This good company contented, 
All my wiſhes are complete. 


$$ 4p ppp pi rr 44s 


SONG CCIV. 
STREPHON and P HOEBE, 
Set by Dr. Arne. | 


OUNG Strephon long doated on Phœbe the fair, 
V Whoſe heart of his anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare ; 
But fearing his paſſion would changeable prove, 

She prudently check'd the ſoft dictates ot love. 


The beauties you fancy, the fair one wou'd ſay, 
Are charms of a moment, and doom'd to decay: 
Love founded fo ſlightly can never prove true; 
The bloom diſappearing, the paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your beauty, reply'd the fond ſwain : 
Its laſting impreſſion will ever remain: 

Tho! age, like the winter, may blaſt thy fair prime, 
Yet virtue, ſtill blooming, gains vigour by time, 


The ſtrength of my eyes with your charms will decline, 
Nor gaze at a face that is younger than thine ; 
While this faithful heart, ever true to my vow, 
Preſerves thy dear image, as bright as tis now. 


Then baniſh, dear Phoebe, each doubt, and each fear, 
That make fancy'd evils like real appear; 

The ſwift- flying moments with ardour improve, 
And grant the reward that is due to my love. 


Kind 


174 The L ARK; 


Kind Phœbe aſlenting believ'd the fond youth, 
Who prov d that his paſſion was founded on truth; 
And, tho? envious age may her beauty impair, 

| Her virtue and honour will ever be fair. 


rp oof fe dos 
SONG Cccv. 


Sung by Mrs. Vincent, at Vauxhall, and by Mi; 
PlENIus, at Marybone-Gardens, 


Set by Mr. Yates. 
OUNG Strephon, the artleſs, the dangerous WW #4 


ſwain, | 

My love and eſteem has attempted to gain; 

With the ſame wicked arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid : 
But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 


I baffled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſnare ; I 
For virtue I love, and was taught in my dawn, 
When I gather'd a zof:, to beware of the thorn. N 


His tears Inegie*cd, Lis oaths I deſpis'd ; 

For his heart by tholc tears, by thoſe oaths, he diſguis'd: 
What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 

(The prodigal bounty of art and defign :) d 
He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatter'd in vain, 

And pra&ti-'d each art, on my weakneſs to gain: 


Protected by rc, I laugh'd him to ſcorn; \ 
Tho! I tancy'd Me role, yet 1 dreaded the thorn, 
He wantonly boaſted wizat nymphs he had won, i 


What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 
He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 
'T hat his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims to me: 


I told 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTFR. 75 


told him thoſe victims, and faith, I'd defpiſe, [ 
And from ſuch examples would learn to be wiſe; 

That I never wou'd proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, 

Or ſme!! at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt ; 
4+ Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonneſs built; 
Was his heart as fincere as his oaths are profane, 
could fancy (I own I could fancy) the ſwain : 
But experience has taught me 'tis dang'rous to truſt, 
1; Ind folly to think he can ever be uſt ; 
S0 It ehe my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I graip at the roſe, and be hurt by the thorn, 


Jus 


SONG CCI. 
Sung by Mis Wr1GHaT, in the Fairy Tale. 


OV ſpotted ſnakes with double tongue, 
Thorny hedge-hogs be not ſeen, 
Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong, 
Come not near the fairy queen. 
: 1 Philomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet lullaby. 
Neither harm, nor ſpell, nor charm, 
Come the fairy's pillow nigh, 
So good-night with lullaby, 


Weaving ſpiders come not here; 
Hence, ye long-legg'd ſpinners, hence ; 
Beetles black, approach not near 
Worm nor ſail, do no offence, 
Pnilomel, with melody, 
Sing in your ſweet, &e. 


SONG 


The. L A R Ks; 
sor con. 
CANTAT A. Sung by Mr. Scorr, at Raneia,... 


Set by Mr. Stanley. 1 


 RBoerTarrve. 
$ Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
- Invok'd foft muſic's needleſs aid, 
Completely conquer'd by her face, 
Thus gentle A- ſmiling ſaid: 
IR, 


— 


Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try 
Too fwell the fong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, | | 
And xz the muſic of your eyes. | 
. REciTATIvVE. | 
Damon, who chanc'd to over-hear, i 
Thus ſpoke, as he approach'd more near: 
He flatters; do not truſt the ſwain, 
But liſten to my honeſt ſtrain. 
| AIR. 
Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and preſon ev'ry hour 
By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the prize, 55 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 
Ah! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won, 
Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, 
Admires you for your ſenſe alone; 
Then leave all little arts behind, 
And ſtudy to improve the mind, 


SONG 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 17y 


s oN O CCVIIL. 


DUET TO. Set by Signer CR EMO NIN 1, ans 
Miſs W x1GHrT, in Almena. 


Set by Mr. Michael Arne, 


S flows the cool and purling rill, 

In ſilver mazes down the hill, 
It chears the myrtle, and the vine, 
'That in each other foilage twine. 


So ſtreams from the maternal heat, 
What tender nature can impart ; 
| Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 
| And to my heart Almenia hold. 


PC 
; SONG CCIX, 
CANTATA. Set by Mr. Stanley. 


, RECITATIVE. 


S in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, 
Revolving on the will of Fate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 
Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


e 

| Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee : 
With tranſports I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was 4 — ſale. 
Could I command the ftarry train, 


For thee I'd give it back again; 
6 And if I could to make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. - 


Aa G0 


178 The LARK; 
Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries z 
Merit the beſt deſerves the 


'The tale you've heard was Ely: told ; 
Myrtilla's heart can ne'er be fold. 


44-4-4-6-6-4-4-66-4-4-4-4-4-4-6-6-4-4-4 


SONG CCX. 


Sung originally in The Way to Keep Him, 3) 1; 
- id MackLin. Set by Mr. Smith. 189 
TTEND, all ye fair, and I'll tell you the art 
To bind ev'ry fancy with eaſe i ** . chains; 
To hold, in ſoft fetters, the conj u 
And baniſh from Hymen his dou 8 1 his paing, 


When Juno accepted the ceſtus of love, 
She at firſt was but handſome, yet charming became 
It taught her with ſkill, the ſoft paſſions to move, 
To kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. 


"Tis this magic ſecret gives th eyes all their fire, 
Lends the voice melting accent, impaſſions the kiſs; 

Gives the mouth the ſweet ſmiles chat awaken deſire, 
And plants round the fair each incentive to bliſs. 


Ye fair, take the ceſtus, and practiſe its art; 
The mind unaccompliſh'd, merefeatures are vain; 
Exert your ſweets pow'r, you'll conquer each heart, 
And the Loves, Joys, and Graces will walk in 
your train, * 


eee 
SONG CCM. 


dun at Vauxhall. Ser by Mr. Baildon. 


TTEND, ye nymphs, while I impart 
A” The ſecret wiſhes of my heart, And 


ted A Aa I WY Ot eee 7» 


But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon. 
| Aa 2 | - 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 17g 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 
Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 
Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions = 3 


Stedfaſt in virtue let him be 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Where grief bedews the drooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I fee 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid avarice claim no part 
Within his tender, gen'reus heart; 

Oh ! be that heart, from falſhood free, 
Devoted all to love and me. 
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Sung by Mr. Brax. Set by Dr. Arne. 
OME all you young lovers, who, wan with 


Compoſe idle .. and ſigh for the fair; 
Who puff up their pride by enchanting their charms, 


And tell them *tis heaven to lie in their arms; 


Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me; 
For, let what will happen; by Jove Ill be free, 
By Jove I'll be free; 

For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 


| Young Daphne I ſaw; in the net I was caught; 
| Ilyd and I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught; 


I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon ; 


, f 
* 6-4 


180 be LARK; 


She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd : J ſaid it might be 
I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove Þ11 be free, &c. | 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn ; 
The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn : 
I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
'That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind. 
Her pride and ill-nature were loſt upon me, 
For in ſpite of fair faces, by ſove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, &c. | 


— 
* 


— 2 oe — — — 


| | Let others call marriage the harbour of joys ; 

| Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe: 

| Some chuſe to be hamper'd; ( tis ſure a ſtrange rage!) 

And, like birds, they ſing beſt when they're put in a 

= Cage. 2 

| Confinement's the devil; *twas ne'er made for me; 
Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free, 

Buy Jove Vl! be free, &c. 


| 
| 
'Then let the briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 

In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
| Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool : 

Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me; 

For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free; 3 

For, let what will happen, by Jove Ill be free, 


** * * 2 w% »% ** * 


8 58s ONG ccxii. 
Sung by Mr. Bearp, in Comus. 


. | 
V the gay-circling glaſs 
We can fee how minutes paſs ; 


* 
* 
5 * K 
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: x * e 
* 
* 


— By 


or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 18r 


By the hollow caſk are told 

How the waining nights grow old : 
How the waining nights grow old, 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play : 
| What have we with day to do? 

| Sons of Care, *twas made for you, 
* Sons of Care, *twas made for you. 


_ pins SSSAASIAASSSSSSS 
SONG CCXIV. 


Sung by Mr. MaTTocks, in Comus. 


1 | OME come, bid adieu to fear ; 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing ſlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear: 
Love and harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am'rous ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear : 
Love and 2 reign here. 


SONG CCXV, 
The LOVE ROS PETITION... 
Set by Dr. Arne. 
AIRE K than the op'ning lilies, 


Sweeter than the morning roſe, 
Are the blooming charms of Phillis ; 
y 8 Richer ſweets does ſhe diſcloſe. Long 


The LAR K; 


Long ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
Till in one ſhort fatal hour, 
She depriv'd my ſoul of reſt. 


Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, 
From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn ! 
Teach, O! teach the maid to languiſh ! 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 
From that torment in my breaſt, 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 
Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


$4444 49440444 44443+44 
SONG CCXVI. 


The CHARMS of ISABEL, 
Set by Dr. Arne. 


AIR is the ſwan, the ermine white, : 
And fair the lily of the vale ; 3 
The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 
And ſnows that drives before the gale ; 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my liabel, 


' Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, 
And ſweet the morning breath of May; 
Carnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray : 
In ſweetneſs theſe the = excel, 
But ſweeter is my label. 


Conſtant the poet call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call ; 


F ond 


nd 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 183 


Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, 

And fond the feather'd lover's all : 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 
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SONG CXCVIL. 


Sung by Miſs Sr Ac, in The Capricious Lovers, 


ROM flow'r to flow'r the buterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
dips ſweet from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


The roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted ; 

While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to day, 
To morrow ſhall be ſlighted. 


M e e ee 
SONG CCXVII. 


Sung by Miſi Sack, in The Capricious Lovers. 


O, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board and deck thy cot ; 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth, 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 
Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn in peace and pleaſure flown : 


Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain 


SONG 


The L AR K; 
s ON G CCXIX. 


The S K T LA R K. 


O, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
G To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 

And there thy vocal art diſplay. 

And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong ; 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 
What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 
Then bid her treat you witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 


And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


ECHOES 1A 
e. 
, A Dialogue. Set by Dr. Boyce. 
6 He. : 
ASTE, haſte, ev'ry nymph, and each ſwain, 
to the grove ; 
For Venus is there, tis the ſeaſon for love: 
Obey the kind ſummons ; for, if ſhe's defy'd, 
Your boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh your pride. 
She. 1 


Oh hear me, ye fair ones, nor heedleſly run; 
The path to delight ia the road you ſhould ſhun : 


Fly 


75 


* 


un, 


de. 


| 


| 
| 
| 


Or, ENGLISH SONGSTER. 18; 
Fly far from the grove if Venus be there; 


Her ſummons is cruel, her {miles are a ſnare. 


3 
Sure nature was never averſe to delight; 
Where pleaſure is preſent, fear ſoon takes its flight: 
Proud nymph, if by kindneſs you cannot be warm'd, 
Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd, 
| Sbe. 
I fear not his vengeance, his bow, nor his darts; 
'Tis credulous folly that ſoftens our hearts ; 
But virtue's the ſhield, whoſe heart can ſecure, 
And paſſion's a ſickneſs diſcrecion can cure. 
He. 
Diſcretion! why Venus would laugh at the name ; 
If once in your boſom ſhe kindles a flame, 
In ſpite of yourſelf, you would hie to the grove ; 
For reaſon can't ſtruggle *gainſt nature and love, 
' / Soe. 
Go, leave me, deceiver, let reaſon prevail; 
'Gainſt nature and paſſion let fear turn the ſcale. 
Beth. a 
No, traitor, ſorbear; I'm to honour a ſlave. 
Nay, faireſt, be kinder; to love I'm a ſlave. 
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SONG CCXXI, 
Sung by Miſe HALLam, in The Maid of the Mill. 


IST, hiſt! I hear my mother call ! 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
We'll meet anon,— 
Catch this, and this— 
Blow me a kiſs, 
In PR ts that's all, 


Farewell! 


186 The L AR K; 
Farewell !-—and yet a moment ſtay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay; 
Well, 'tis forgot 
* matter what. 
ve grant us grace 
The mille the lace, 
She calls again I muſt away. 
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Sung by Mrs. CLIvx, in the Miſer. 
O W brim-full of . the life of a beau 
n nothing to think of, they've nothing 
to do; 

And nothing to talk of, for nothing they know : 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
- Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 
For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their hair; 
And do nothing all day, but ſing, ſaunter and ſtare 
Such; ſuch, is the life of a beau, 7 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 
For nothing at night, to the play-houſe, they croud ; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud : 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, | 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 
For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 
And fot nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 
For they Lig muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all : 
Such, Nic „is the life of a beau, 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. a 
For nothing, on Sunday, at church they appear; 
They have nothing to hope for, and nothing to fear: 
They can be nothing no where, who nothing are here. 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. SONG 
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LOVE and WINE in Alliance. 


Set to Mufic by Mr. Arne. 
HILE Phillis is drinking, love and wine in 


alliance, 

With forces united bids reſiſtleſs defiance ; 

Each touch of her lips makes the wine ſparkle higher, 

FI And her eyes by her drinking redouble their fire, 
And her eyes by her drinking redouble their fire. 


Her cheeks grew the brighter recruiting their colour, 
As flowers with ſprinkling revive with freſh odour ; 
His dartdipp'd in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 
And the liquor like oil makes the flame more enduring, 
The liquor like oil makes the flame more enduring. 


By cordials of wine love 1s kept from expiring, 
And our mirth is enliven'd by love and defiring : 
Relieving each other the pleaſure is laſting, 

air; And we never are cloy'd yet are ever a taſting. 


Then Phillis begin let our raptures abound, 
And a kiſs and a glaſs be ſtill going round ; 

Our joys are immortal while thus we remove, 
d; From love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 


AASA AAAS 
SONG CCXXUL 


Can you Blame me for That. 
F Sung by Miſs Brown, at Sadler's-Wells. 


ETURN'D from the heath-breathing chace, 
As near me young Corridon fat, 
With love I regarded his face, 
Say 5a can you blame me for that, 
Can you blame me for that, can you blame me for 


Say nymphs can you blame me for that, (chat, 
: Bb 2 His 
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His brow's like the bright ruddy morn, 
When op'ning on kill or on flat ; 
He's fair as the lamb newly ſhern, 
1 love—can you blame me for that. 


He's fiexce as the king of the wood, 
Vet harmleſs as hare on the fquat ; 
He's ſweet as the May- bloſſom bud, 4 
J love—can you blame me for that. 


He's fleet as the graſs ſkimming ſtag, 

His eyes pierce thro' night like the bat; 
Of ſpirit that never can flag, 

I love—can you blame me for that. 


He'll tempt me mayhap to the grove, 
As late he did cherry-cheek'd Pat ; 
If ſo, and I tell tales of love, 
Then blame my nymphs—blame me for that. 


ae oe oe th ode he te ode dhe eo teehnth dhe te be 4 
SONG CCXXIV. 
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HOU radiant ſun triumphant riſe, 
And light my fair one from the ſkies, 
Where in the bliſsful ſeats above, | 
UnrivaPd reigns the queen of love, 
Unrival'd reigns the queen of love, 


Haſte haſte and wake the ſleeping maid, 

Beneath the fragrant hawthorn ſhade, 
To cheer my mind with love oppreſt, 
Let her give joy or know no reſt — 


Ye pow'rs divine whoſe conſtant care, 
Protects the faithleſs wand'ring fair; 


Conduct 


4 
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Conduct me to thoſe happy plains, 
Where gentle love and Jefley reigns. 


Cou'd I the cruel charmer find, ; 
Cou'd fond addreſſes melt the mind; 
In grateful ſtrains my voice Pll raiſe, 
Such ſtrains as ſuit my Jeſly's praiſe. 


Rpt TT rrp rity 


SONG CCXXV. 


BEAUTY and INNOCENCE, 


Gentle dove, while Aura ſtray'd, 
To taſte the ev'ning air, 


Approach'd amid the myrtle ſhade, 


The far more harmleſs fair. 


Perch'd on her arm, where nought he fear'd, 
The bird forgot to rove, 

And as her ſofter voice he heard, 
Coo'd ſympathy and love. 


The tender maid with ſweet ſurprize, 
Stood wondring whence it came, 

And why the wand'rer of the ſkies, 
Unnaturally tame. 


But what ſhould Auras wonder move, 
The dove beheld her mein, 

And while ſhe charm'd th' admiring prove, 
Thought *rwas the Cyprian queen. 


Happy miſtake ! deceiv'd yet bleſs'd 
He left the bow'rs above ; 

Thus Aura juftly was confeſs'd, 
The brighter queen of love. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXVL. 


The GIRL of SPIRIT. 
| Sung at Sadler's Wells. : Nv 
Y mother would fain have oblig'd me to wed, | 
M A plain ſober youth of the city; V 
ut alack I had other * thoughts in my head, | 
No booby mechanick for Kitty, | | A 
No booby mechanick, no booby mechanick, no 
booby mechanick for Kitty. | 
Of virtue and grace, and obedience, and fo | 1 
She ſermon'd it wonderful pretty ; | 
But leſs of the parſon, and more of the beau, þ 
Had better diverted her Kitty. 
I was curb'd, and was beat, till I counted ſixteen, \ 
But handſome, tall, ſprightly and witty, 
I then, was let into each frolickſome ſcene, F 


By a world all devoted to Kitty. 
With lovers by ſcores, I do juſt as I will, 

The burden my name of each ditty ; \ 
A huſband is ſurely a ſurfeiting pill, 

Cards operas, aſſemblies for Kitty. „ 
Whilſt youth's o' my ſide, with the wits o'the town 

PII giggle, play gameſome and ſkitty, 
But ſoon as I find the ſun's going down, 

A fool and a fortune for Kitry. | 


2c te ee oe ee he oh he of oe 
SONG CCXXVIl. 
The WI S H. | 


HEN the trees are all bare not a leaf to be ſeer, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt ; 

When 


ed, 
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When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of geeen, 


And the ftreams are faſt bound with the froſt. 


When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 


And the ſtreams are hard bound with the froft. 


While the peaſant inactive ſtands ſhiv'ring with cold, 


As bleak the winds northerly blow ; 
And the innocent flock run for eaſe to the fold, 


With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. 


| In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 


And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 
And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw, 
Fleaks of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. 


When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as the roſe, 
As ſhe careleſly trips, often ſlides; 

Ard the ruſtics loud laugh if by falling ſhe ſhews, 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In a croud round the embers are met ; 

Talk of faries and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they are all in a ſweat. 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire ; 

While the icles hang from the eves of my cot, 
I may thither in ſafety retire. 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, and free from ſurprize, 
We may live and no hardſhips endure ! 

Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXVII, 
Sang by Mr. KEEN, at Sadler's-Wells. 


INCE nothing but novelty pleaſes the town, 
8.2 he men of the ſword and the men of the gown, 
men of the bar and the men of the ſtate, 

And all men and women both little and preat : 
Our maſter as proof that he was not unskill'd, 
New houſe to invite ye thought proper to build, 
He ſpake, it was rais'd, and fame chearfully tells, 
The pleaſing diverſions of old Sadler's Wells. 


All new as you fee both within and without, 
New ſcenes and machines newly painted throughout, 
New fingers new dancers new tumblers new dreſs 
New ways rules and orders he hopes for the beſt; 
He fain wou'd oblige ye 'twas all his deſign, 
When to duty and mirth he projected the ſhrine. 
He ſpake it was rais'd and fame chearfully tells 
'The pleaſing diverſions of old Sadler's Wells. 


His thanks through this channel convey'd to hi: 
And freely he bids me declare he intends, (friends. 
Without any reſerve all expence to be at, 

Nor pall you with diſhes inſipid and flat; 
Support then a building conſtructed to pleaſe, 
Both ſexes all ages all ranks and degrees. 

He ſpake it was rais'd and fame chearfully tells 


The pleaſing diverſions of old Sadler's Wells. 


$444 4 4444444 4++$4 $4444 
SONG CCXXIX. 


DEAREST DAPHNE, 


I nd a Daphne turn thy eyes, 
I F Jocund day begins to riſe, 


See 


— 
1 . 
* 


Wn, 


85 


Out, 


See 
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See the morn with roſes crown'd, 
Sprinkling dew-drops on the ground ; 
Love invites to yonder grove, 

Where only lovers dare to rove, 

Let us baſte make no delay, 

Cupid's call we muſt obey. 

Let us haſte make no delay, 

Cupid's call we muſt obey, 


Ah Philander I'm afraid; | 
There poor Laura was betray'd, 
By young Strephon's ſubtile wiles, 
Soothing words and artfull ſmiles ; 
Simple maids are ſoon undone, 
When their ſimple hearts are won; 
Preſs me not I muſt away, 


And honour's ftrit commands obey. 


Gentle Daphne fear not you, 

PIl be ever kind and true, 

Think no more on Laura's fate, 

View yon turtle and its mate, 

See how freely they impart, 

The impulſe of each other's heart ; 
Like them my fair let's ſport and play, 


Nature prompts us to obey. 


Shepherd I perceive your aim, 

You and Strephon are the ſame; 
You like him wou'd me betray, 
Shou'd I truſt what &er you ſay: 

If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's band, 
This 1nſtant join our willing hands; 
The invitation I obey, 

And love with honour will repay. 


CE. SONG 
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SONG CCXXX. 
THE CHAMBER-MAID. 


An _ hearty blade, 

Had long confeſs'd a ſtrong deſire, 
To kiſs the ehamber-maid, 
To kiſs the chamber-maid : 

One ſummers noon quite full of glee, 
He led her to the ſhade, 

And all beneath the mulb'ry tree 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid, 
He kiſs'd the chamber-maid. 


The parſon's ſpouſe from window high; 
The am'rous pair ſurvey'd ;* 
And ſoftly wiſh'd none can deny, 
| She'd been the chamber-maid. 


When all was o'er poor Betry cry'd, 


Kind fir, Pm much afraid, 
That woman there will tell your bride, 
You've kiſs'd your chamber-maid. 


The ſquire conceiv'd a lucky thought, 
That ſhe might not upbraid, 


And inſtantly the lady brought, 


Where he had kiſs'd her maid : 
Then all beneath the mulb'ry tree, 
Her ladyſhip was laid, 
And three times ſweetly kiſs'd was the, 
Juſt like her chamber-maid. 


Next morning came the parſons wife, 
For ſcandal was her trade; 
I faw your ſquire ma'm on my life, 


Great with your chamber-maid, 


OT far from town a country ſquire, 
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When cry'd the lady ? where ? and how ? 
Ill ſoon diſcharge the jade | 
Beneath the mulb'ry tree I vow, 
He kiſs'd your chamber-maid, 


This falſhood cry'd her ladyſhip, 
Shall not my ſpouſe degrade, 

"Twas I chanc'd there to make a ſlip 
And not my chamber-maid. 

Both parties parted in a pet, 
Not truſting what was faid, 

And Betty keeps her ſervice yet, 
The pretty chamber-maid, 


eee. 
SONG CCXXXI. 
The SHEPHERD ARTIFICE. 
Sung by Mr. VIRNON, at Vauxhall. | 


07 RE never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me, 
From morning till night I could never be free, 
From morning till night I could never be free; 

The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 

I wiſh'd ſhe was mine or I wiſh'd myſelf dead. 

The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 

I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſelt dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, 

She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 
Yet ſtill I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix't, nor could end hut with life, 


I found all the offers I made her of love, 
Produc'd no effect, nor affection could move; 
So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolved to conquer or die. 
e "Twas 
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Tas ſpread round the village I courted young Prue 
And Phillis had left, her own ſchemes to purſue ; 
This anſwer'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 
And vow'd to be true, if Id not change my mind. 


I catch'd the occafion, and ſent for a prieſt, 

For fear ſhe ſhould alter I thought it the beſt ; 
From hence learn ye virgin be bleſt if you can, 
Aud never refuſe the ſincere honeſt man. 


S lle eee eee 


SONG CCXXXII, 
SUM M E R. 
Sung by Mrs. WEICHSELL, at Vauxhall. 


OW pay ſummer's ripen'd bloom, 

N rolle where the winter frown'd ; 
trech'd upon the banks of broom, 

We command the proſpect round. 

Nature in the landſcape yields, 

Humble dales and mountains bold, 

Humble daies and mountains bold ; 

Meadows, woodlands, heaths and fields, 

Yellow'd o'er with waving gold, 

Yellow'd o'er with waving gold. 


Linnets on the crouded ſpray, 
Chorus, and the wood-larks riſe ; 
Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, 

Till their warbling reach the ſkies : 
Painted gardens, grotts and groves 
Intermingling ſhade with light ; 
Lengthen'd viſta's, green alcoves, 
Join to give the ſoul delight. 


SONG 
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SONG CCXXXII. 
ind, | LE TMSE &LOWWWSE 
id. Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


AST week in the prove, 
met with my love, 
Who haſtily bid me begone ; 
Who haſtily bid me begone ; 
25 T aſd for a kiſs, 
She took it amils, 
Her anſwer was let me alone. 
I aſk'd for a kik, 
She took it amiſs, 
Her anſwer was let me alone, 


Fye fye Phillis fye, 
What makes you fo ſhy. 
I anſwer'd in paſſionate tone; 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd 
You muſt be deny'd, 
So leave me and let me alone, 


I told her for life, 
Pd make her my wife, 
And ſwear to be true o'er and o'er ; 
That I'd virtue and youth, 
Love, hononr, and truth, 
And what could ſhe love to have more ? 


I've heard that you men, 
Are falſe nine in ten, 
I never reflected till now; 
No longer purſue, 
But ceaſe to ſubdue, 
You ſhall not deceive me I vow. 
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te If that's your intent, 
« I give my conſent, 

She cry'd . to the prieſt let's be gone“; 
I led her away, | 
She's happy and gay, 

Nor longer cries, let me alone. 


SONG CCXXXIV. 
LOVE and WINE ACANTATA 
Sung by Mr. Vrxxox, at Vauxhall. 


E gone, dull care, without delay, 
To gloomy deſarts haſte away. 
Hither haſte ye ſons of pleaſure, 
Joy here knows nor bound nor meaſure ; 
aniſh care and drowzy thinking, 
Now the reign of love and drinking ; 
Care and ſorrow's toil and trouble, 
And the world an empty bubble, 
And the world an empty bubble. 


While thus the jolly god invites, . 
The neigh'bring ſwains to his delight, 
Cupid receives the gath'ring throng, 

And as they nimbly haſte along, 

Bacchus again reſumes his ſong. 


Tis women and wine our life employ, 
Women and wine are our only joy, 
We're hither ſent to drink and love, 
Theſe are the bleflings from above. 
Tis women and wine life employ, 
Women and wine are our only joy ; 
We're hither ſent to drink and love, 
Theſe are the bleſſings from above. 
| SONG 
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$O0NG. cole 1 
The INVITATION... 
Sung by Mrs. WercisELL, at Vauxhall. 


HY Colin muſt your Laura mourn ? 
Or longer wait your wiſh'd return, 
Or longer wait your wiſh'd return: 
O quickly come and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me; 
, Glad joy to all but love for me, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. 


No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love, 
And nature ceaſes to be gay, 
When e'er my ſhepherd keeps away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 

But haſte to meet your faithful maid ; 
O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. 


Se peed g- . F. b hed 
SONG CCXXXVI. 
ADVICE to the LADIES. 
E nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join in the 
throng, 

Pray tarry à while and attend to my ſong, 

Pray tarry a while and attend to my ſong ; 

The ftory tho? ſimple is true that I tell, 

1 hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well, 

Wonderful well, wonderful well, 

I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


I went t'other day to a wake on the green, 
And met with a lafs fair as beauty's gay queen, 
I 


aſk d 


1 
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T aſk'd for a kiſs but the damſel ſaid no, 


And ſtrugled and frowm'd and cry'd pray let me go, 


I tenderly cry'd Phillis don't be a prude, 
But till ſhe return'd I'll cry out if you're rude, 


The more that I preſs'd her the more ſhe cry'd no, 
And ſtrugl d and frown'd and ſaid, pray let me go. 


I found no entreaties would make her comply, 


When ever I touch'd her 'twas fye Colin fye, 
So I ſent for a parſon and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Ye yirgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs, 


Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 
For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man. 
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SONG CCXXXVII, 


She was not WILLING. 


Sung by Mr. VII NOx, at Vauxhall, 


ET miſers hug their darling ſtore, 
IL And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 
'm richer with a ſhilling, a ſhilling, 
I'm richer with a ſhilling ; 
It brings me out to * air, 
To meet my lovely cruel fair, 
O that ſhe was but willing, 
Willing, willing, willing, willing, 
O that ſhe was but willing, 


To make her ſuch, 1 point to groves, 


And bid her mark the heart ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing; 
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But all in vain (as yet) my art. 
For oh ! I feel weeks my Lewy 
Love's ged his poiſon fpilling. 
The ſtreams that flow like my ſad eyes, 
Will leave at laſt their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling ; 
And ſofteſt rain, on hardeſt tone, 
Will wear (tho? drops) fall one by one 
A hole by conſtant drilling. 


But oh, my ſpring will ne'er again, 
Repleniſh — freſher pat, 
er frowns are ſtill ſo killing; 

Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
Thoꝰ conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 

From eyes like limbecks filling. 
I ſung the ſong (it pleas'd her too) 
„How Sue loves I, and I love Sue”, 

Whilſt neighbours griſt were milling ; 
But all was vain if you muſt know, 
So I reſolv'd to let her go, 

Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 


+$4$44444404$4444+4+4 
$ ON G CCXXXVIIL 

The BRITISH FAIR. 
Sung by Miſs Wrrcurt, et Vauxhall. 


HOZBUS meaner themes diſdaining. 
P To the lyriſts call repair ; | 
And the ſtrings to raptures ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair, 


Dd Chiefs 


* 
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Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 


Born to uer and to ſpare. 
Were not gallant. Were not glorious, 
Till commanded by the fair. | 


All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, f 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 

But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare, 


| Worth and manhood are the faſhion 


Favour'd gy the Britiſh fair, 


SONG — — 5 


The SHEPHERD EVENING. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


OW to pant on Thetis breaſt, 
Phœbus bluſhes down the weſt, 

And in laughter ſeems to fay, 
Mortals end like -_ the day, 

in ye merry rural thron 

I and muſic cance = ſong, 
Ever happy, ever gay, 
Life is here one holiday. 


Nature's free · born ſubje& train, 
Blooming tenants of * g 
is ay us the goddeſs preads, 
Verdans meads and flow ry beds, HCT 
While the varying ſeaſons flow, ; 
Beauty bids our — — glow. 1 
Ever happy ever 87 &c, 


F.v'r 
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Ev'ry nymph and ev” th, 
Melt — — wk with truth, 
Sunny yale and . rove, 
Echb to the voice of love, 
And the changeful year ſupplies, 
Pleaſure to the heart and eyes. 
Ever happy ever gay, &c. 


Far from noiſe and pomp and ſtate, 

Joys and troubles of the great, 

Shelter'd by contentment's wings, 

Here the bird of rapture ſings, 

While the god of ſoft delight, 

Glads the noon and' cheers the night. 
4 Ever happy ever gay, 

Life is here one holiday. 


PDD 
SONG CCXL. 


AD TI but the wings of a dove, 
| Enraptur'd I'd haſten away, 
And quickly repair to my love, 
Whole beauties enlightens the day : 
Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 
Ye gods, her I ak for my wife, 
Without her P'm ever in pain, 


And reliſh no pleaſures in life. 


Ah ! cruel decree of hard fate, 
To keep me ſo long from my dear; 
Come .pity my deſolate ſtate, 
And baniſh all thoughts of deſpair : 
With her, oh! what ſcenes 1 enjoy, 
Of mirth and good humour all day, 
Sach bleſſings us never will cloy, 
Nor ceaſe ail our ſouls leave the clay. 
vr Dd 2 SONG 


204 


The LAR K; 
SONG ccxlII. 

The FAIR EST of de FAIR, 
Sung at Ranelagh. | 


| B N. wilt thou gang wi“ me, 


Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting tows, 
Can ſilent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown. 


| Nae langer dreſt in filken ſheen, 


Nae langer dreſt wi' jewels rare, 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou was faireſt of the fair, 


O Betſy when thoy'rt far awa 


Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind, 
canſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink before the warping wind, 
O can that ſaft and gentle mein, | 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear, 
Nor ſad regrett each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair. 


O Betſy can'ſt thou love ſo true, 
'Thro? perils kean wi? me to Bats 
Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 


Loo ſhare with him the pang of wae. 


And when invading pains befall, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſes care, 
Nor wiſhfall thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair. 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his 2 breath, 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtrug * ſi 
And ch ear with ſmiles the bed of Seath : 
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And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay, 
Strew flowers and drop the tender tear, 

Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay. 
Where thou waſt faireſt of the fair. 
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SONG CCXLII. 
The YELLOW HAIRD LADDIE. 


Sung by Miſs Weicur, at Vauxhall. 


N April when primroſes paint the ſweet 2 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain, 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would often times go. 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, (grow, 
With freedom he ſung his love's ev'ning and morn, 
He ſong with fo ſoft and inchanting a found, 


That ſylvian's and faries unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, tho? young Madie be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud air, 

But Suſie is handſome and ſweetly can ſing, 

Her breath like the breeze gives perfume to the ſpring. 
There's lenny in all the gay bloom of her youth, 
Like the moon is inconſtant and never ſpeaks truth, 
But Suſie is faithful good humour'd and free, 

And fair as the goddeſs that ſprung from the ſea. 


My 1ady's fine daughter with all her great dow'r, 

Is aukardly airy and frequently ſow'r, 

But Suſie who knows not of riches or ſcorn, 

Appears like the bluſhes that paint the new morn ; 
Hark! friends how delighted how bleſs'd ſhou'd I be, 
Wa'd my Sufie but ſmile and her parents agree, 
What more cou'd I wiſh for my Suſie's the whole, 
The joy of my eyes and the pride of my ſoul. EW 
8 O 


14, The LARK;: 
ZE ONO CCXLII, 
| The BI bh 
Sung by Mr. Rawon rn, at Marybone Gardens. 


| T E bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
* And flies abroad for food, © ”* 

Retutns impatient thro' the ſky, 

To nurſe the callow brood ; 
The tender mother knows no joy, 

But bods a thouſand harms, 
And fickens for the darling boy, 
While abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 

My faithful boſom fires, | 
Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires, | 
The powers of verſe too latiguid prove, 
To ſhew how ardently I love, 

Ot to relieve my pain. 


The faint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heaven and joys divine, 
The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure more warm than mine ; 
I take what liberty I dare, 
'Twere impious to ſay _ 
Convey my longings to air, 
The roddels "They 


SONG 
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SONG CCXLIV. 


F all the various ſtates of life, 
Sure wedlock is the beſt, 
For in a faithful loving wife, 
A man is ſurel — N : 
Of all the joys this world can give, 
All bi of earthly bliſs, 1 * 
There's none can nm as 1 live, 
The matrimonial kiſs. | 


How ſweetly glides the time away, 
When * — wife, - — 
The h with joy can ſay, 
— 2 my des life 1 
When worldly cares perplex and gall, 
And threaten rude alarm, 
The married man forgets them all, 
When in his wife's dear arms. 


Not Hybla's fam'd poetic 
With all its fabled ſweets, 
Can equal thoſe of wedded love, 
Betwixt the lawful ſheets : 
How joyous is the happy dad, 
How ſwells his heart with plee, 
When little Poll, or Sall, or Ned, 
He dandles on his knee. | 


And now to pay you for my ſong, 
Pray all = wiſhes join, , 
That c'er the time be very long, 
Some ſweet girl may be mine. 
And now to pay you for my ſong, &c. 


SONG 


se The L ARK; 
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The CHARMS of the BOTTLE. 
Sung by Mr. Dzari, at 2 Grotto Gardens. The 
«+ 0 a 


Wards by Young D' Urfey. E 
KE mortals. who ſorrow and trouble attend, 
Whoſe life is — — __ without end, A 
For ever.depriv'd of hope's all:chearing ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day "ay A 


Obey then the ſummons the bortle invites, 
Drink deep and III warrant it ſets you to rights. 


Did N 's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho all Europe's. powers together combine, 
Our brave Britiſh ſailors an ne er care a jot, 


Surrounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape ſhot. 

Obe —— &c. 7. ed 

Was each dull pedantical text ſpinning vicar, 

To leave bff his preaching and ſtick to his liquor, 

O how could he wiſh for that power divine, 

To change when he would ſimple water to wine. 
Obey then the ſummons, &c. | 


If wine then can miracles work ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubled mind comfort and eaſe, 

Deſpair not that blefling in Bacchus you'll find, 

Who ſhowers his gifts or the good of mankind, 
Obey then the ſummons, &c, 


 $O NG. CCXLVI. 
The BANQUET. A Drinking Song. 
OME hither ye jolly ye jocund and 
To Bachus's banquet repair. | Tues 


Leave 
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Leave all party zealots and toaſts of the day, 
All dotards and dupes to the fair. 


To nobler enjoyments [ hither invite 
'e All ſuch as to pleaſure incline, 
Here's Bacchus the god of all ſocial delight, 
Holds forth in a bumper of wine. 


A banquet o'erflowing with freedom and mirth, 
Abounding with friendſhip and love; 

A banquet that gives ev'ry pleaſure a birth, 
And makes us divige as great Jove. 


4444444144444 44 
SONG CECALVIL 


The BEE. 
Sung by Mr. RaworTh, at Marybone Gardens. 


| Buſy humble bee am J, 
A That range the garden ſunny, 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly. 
And ev'ry flow'rs my honey ; 
Bright Chloe with her golden hair, 
A while my rich Jonquil is, 
Till cloy'd with ſipping nectar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Fhillis, 
T ſhift to roſy Phillis, 


But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt, 
Remains not long my ſtation, 
For Kitty muſt be row addreſt, 
< ſpicy breach'd carnation ; 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed J leave, 
To other flow'rs Lm rover, 
And all in turns my love receives, 
The gay wide garden over. 
The gay, &c. 
E e Variety 
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Variety that knows no bounds, 
My roving fancy edges, 
And oft with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges ; 
For as I ain an arrant bee, 
Who range each. bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flower's my honey, 
And ev'ry, &Cc. 


$444 444+ 4-44 . H. - - 
| SONG CCXLVII. 
The S P AN. 
Surg Iy Ir. DearLe, at Finch's Grotto Gardens. 
The Word: by Mr. Oakman. Set by. Mr. Bride. 


HE philoſophers, moraliſts, poets, and thoſe, 
Who have left their opinion, in verſe, and in 
pre ſe, 5 
Fine leſſons have taught, tho' not all underſtood, 
Vet entirely meant | dare ſay for our good, 
The chie feſt of which we may readily {can, 
That our time here below is no more than a ſpan, 


The aſſcrtion is juſt if with reaſon we view, 
Mortality conſtantly ſhews us it's true, 
Then to fill up this trifle of being below, 

Is a doctrine I tnink which we all ought to know, 
For a moment attend to my ſong if you can, 
And PII teach the bet method to fill up the ſpan. 


Leave the parſon to preach, and the pedant to prate, 

"The poet to ſeribble, rhe ſtateſman to fate, 

The bully to bluſter, the valiant to fight, 

The lawyer to wrangle of wrong, and of right, 
[ 


That 


tC 
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Their buſineſs is not ia the courſe of my 


an, 
With matter more pleaſing I'll fill up the Toki. 


Mirth, beauty, and wine, ſhall prepare you a feaſt. 
And ſmiling good-humour bid welcome each gueſt, 
lis a banquet ſuits only the jovial and gay, 

Let the grave, che inↄroſe, and the du l keep away, 
Inſipid by nature they'll not like the plan, 

80 juſt as they chuie, let chem fil! up their ſpan, 


To a couch deck's for pleaſure let beauty be led, 
With roſes, aud lithes all careteis &er-tpread, 

Let the fott breathing flute to her murmurings join, 
When love melts on her boſom in raptutes divine, 
That this, is true pleaſure deny it who can, 

And this is the method to fili up the ſpau. 


Let good-humour as preſident fit in the chair, 
And ruddy fac'd Bacchus with Momas appear, 
Let the full lowing goblet go cheartully round, 
And the heart- lifting ſong to the heavens iclound, 
Let all in full chorus approve of the plan, 

And owa this the method to fill up the ipan. 
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SONG CCXLIX. 
POLWART on the GREEN, 


T Polwart on the pren, 
If you'll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes do convene, 
To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet, 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lai complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


Ee 2 Let 


— mV ˙ . Q ˙ Cs Taos 


-—- ——— ¶ u u— — oe —U—„b #4 


- —— = — — 


=—_— TT RX KͤK 2 —— OO — — —— —-—t— — 


CC ²˙ SAS AAA 


The L A R K; 
Let dorty dames lay na, 
| 


As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 


Seem caulder than the ſna' 


While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free, 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 

With fangs and dancing keen, 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 

At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 
Ard thou be twin'd of thine, 

Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, 
To take a part of mine. 


SONG CCL. 
The generous Gentleman. A SANG. 


To the Tune of, The bonny Laſs of Brankſeme. 


/ 


S I came in by Teviot-ſide, 
Ard by the braes of Brankſome, 

There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 

Young, ſmiling, ſweet, and handſome; 
Her ſkin was ſoiter than the down, 

And white as alabaſter ; 

Her hair a ſhin ing wavy brown; 

In ftraightneſs nane ſurpaſs'd her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear cen were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing : 


Nae 
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Nae filken hoſe, with gooſhets fine, 
Or ſhocn with glancing laces, 

On her fair leg forbade to ſhine, 
Well ſhapen native graces. 


Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing ; 
Even thae's o'er meikle ; mair delyte 
She'd given cled wi' naithing: 
She lean'd upon a flow'ry brae, 
By which a burnie trotted ; 
On her I glowr'd my ſaul away, 
While on her ſweets I doted. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 
Till this dear artleſs truck my heart, 

And, bot defigning, charm'd me. 


Hurry'd by love, cloſe to my breaſt, 


I graſp'd this fund of bliſſes: 


Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, without a prieſt, 


Sir, hope for nought but kiſſes. 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet [ cou' dna want her; 
What ſne demanded, ilka charm, 
Of her's pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 


Since heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 


Straight to the kirk I led her, 
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There plighting her my faith and troth, 


And a young lady made her. 


in 


SONG CLI. 


AVE you any pots or pans, 
Or any broken chandlers, 
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I am a 3 * to my trade, 
And newly come from Flanders, 
As ſcant of ſiller as of grace, 
Diſbanded, we've a bad run; 
Gar tell the landlady of the place, B 
1 I'm come to clout her cauldron. 
Fa aarie, didle, diale, &c. 


Madam, if you have wark for me, 
I' dot to your contentment, 

And dinna Care a lingle flie, 
For any man's reſentment ; 

For, lady tair, though 1 appear, 
To ev'ry ane a tinkler, 

Yet to your fell i'm bauld to tall; 

Jam a gentle jinker. 

Fa. adrie, didle, didle, &c. 


Love Jupiter” into a ſwan, 
"Turn'd' for. his lovely Leda; 

He like a bull o'er. meadows ran, 
To carry aff Europa. 

Then may not I, as well as he, 
To cheat) your Argos 'blinker, 

And win „ur love, like mighty Jove, 
Thus hide me in a tinkler. 

Fa adrit, didle, didle, &c. 


Sir, ye appear a cunning man, 
But this fine plot you'll fail Jr 
For there is neither pot nor 
WM Of mine you'll drive a nail ir in. 
» Then hind your budget on your back, 
And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinkler under tack, 
That us'd to clout my cauldron. 
Fa adrit, pigle, diale, &c, ; | 
SONG 


f 


| 
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SONG CCLI. 


BESSY BELL and MARY GRAY, 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
 Fney were twa bonny laſſes, 

They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 

And theek'd it o'er wi' raſnies. 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yeſtreen, 

id thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 

They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Befly's hair's like a lint-tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phoebus arts frac Thetis“ lap, 

Tic hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 

Her waiſt and feet's fou' genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command, 

Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 

Her een like diamonds glances, 
She's aye ſae clean, redd up, and braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances ; 
Blyth as à kid, with wit at will. 

She blooming, tight, and tall is ; 
And guides her airs fac graefu' ſtill, 

O Jove, ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ye unco fair oppteſs us; 

Our fancies jee between you twa, 
Ye are fic bonny laffes : 

Woe's me! for baith { canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſteinted! 


They | 
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Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 
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SONG CCLIII. 
For the Love of I EAN. 


JN ſaid to . Jenny, wilt thou do't? 
er a fi 
o 


r my tocher's oo I winca marry thee, 
E'ens ye like, quo? Jocky ye may let it be. 


I hae Een ges and gear, T hae land enough, © 
en Ne. 


I hae d ow ſen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a © leagh and linking o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be, | 
I hae a god ha? houſe, 2 barn and a byte, 


A- tack afore the dor, li make a ie "oy 
Vil make a rantin fire, and. merry thall we be: 


And gin ye winna take me, ye may let me be, - 


_ faid to Jock gin ye winna tell, 
e ſhall; be the wh ÞPlk-be the laſs myſell, 


Ye'rce a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
Ye'er welcomer to take me * to let me be. 


FEELS 


wel hag abt for my tocher's gdod, 


— > © Pr 
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| po by Me. Venxnxon, at Vauxhall, 


INCE artiſts who ſve for the tr of fame, 
Their wit and their taſte and thei 1 
claim, 3 
Con uttend to , where you Il certainly find, 
A r of mank ind. 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's 33 
I've found out a Padlock, to keep the ife true 


Shou'd the amorous g o'er the dame, 
— mo ardours of 2 all her © pa 
Shou' e ſofter defire 
And languiſhing lovers den f h and admire, | 

Vet fearlefs you'll truſt her, tho? thouſands may ſue, 


When I tell you my padlock to keep a wiſe true. 


Tho! the huſband way thiok that he wiſely retains, 


Wich 22 bolts, his confinement and 
ains; 

How fatally weak mult this artifice prore— 

Can fetters of ſteel bind like ferters of love? 

Throw jealouſy hence ! bid ſuſpicion adieu, 

Reftraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Dr 
All comply ing and kind, you muſt give her her way 
While her taſle and herj — fondly approve, 
Tis reaſon ſecure you therrefur of love 


inflame ; 


r Fw oe oe. Je - 
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And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 


For the fair one is falſe if you padlock-her 


erwvigtues a bles ſhould frequent lead, 
Let Lecle heſband. my in the lover add ien 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex,— 

*T'rs the charms of ini t To ; 
They ne ils can proye falſe while this maxim's in view, 
Good-h Gur's the padlock | to keep a wife ti true. 


2285 ee Na aeatus eee: Rope ng e 


A Totterdown-hill there dwelt an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there ſtill; | 

uch riches indeed didn't fall to their tare, 7/4 

Ther kept n ſmall farm and a mill! 

t fully content with what they did get, 

Gee or of arts; ; 

hter they had, and her name it was (recs 

was the pride of their hearts. 


8 5 broxn 1 were her looks, her ſhape it was ltrait, 


ler eyes wert as black as aloe; . - 
Milk-white were her teeth, full ſmart was her "gait, 


And ſlerk was her Hin ava doe: 
Alb hack were the clouds, and the rain. it did pour, 
No bit of true- blue could be ſpy'd, 
A child wetaridicold, came and Knock'd atche door, 
Its mati it had loft, and it cryds - | 


Young, Ber was as mild as the morning of Mays 
The babe ſhe hag'd cloſe to her bre. 

She chaf d Rim all o'er, and he ſmil'd as deter, 

ve he kiſsd him and lull'd him to reſt: 


But h doyou think: * for ber piss 


Why Love, che I 2 0 e 


ö Lal A | | No 


ws 


-y 
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No ſooner he 1 but he — his Acgale. 
And ſhew'd her his wings and his darts. 


Quith'he, T am love; but oh, be not afraid, 

Tho' all I make ſhake. at my. will, 
80 good and ſo kind have you been, my fair md, 

No harm ſhall you feel from my ſl : 

My mother ne'er dealt with fuch fondneſs, by me, 
A friend. you ſhall find ĩn me ſtillʒ | 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ſhes 
The Venus of Tottzerdown-hill. __ :..,..-. 


A HEAR A l z ae i 
Sung by Mrs, PixTo; at Marybone. 


8 > Jockey and: jenny fat. in the cool ſhade, 
Young 5, Jockey, Was happy, and back 


mai 
She bluſh'd, and ſhe cry'd, Dez Jockey, hee, 
My life, tho? in bondage. wou od ſeem to 5 tec, . 


Jockey to Jenny; his paſſion to prove, 
Her hand' gertly preſs As is eyes Fade legs 
Cry'd out out in'a tranſpòrtꝭ Was = 


do happy as Jockey and Jenny. the fair 
Content with eack other in humble ether“ 


' 
[ i 
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They court not new beauties, nor envy the get 


He'll not quit his nymph, 'nor the ' nymphy quit her 


ſwain, 


For pleaſure that” $ falſe, or for riches to gain. 
He breaths the pipe, hes Fr rage voice tunes the ſon! g: 


Or they, hand in hand, walk 2 vallies aſong; 


Content with true pleaſure, there footſteps amendo, 


Foe key and Jenny. are lovers and friends. 
* f "Fr x While 
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| While rovers leave Silvia, for Chloe's bright eyes, 


Then Aminta purſae, and fair Cloe deſpiſe, 
The pure flame of love, in-their breafts will-ne'er 


'burn, 1 | 
And their nymphs learn from them, to be falſe in 
Jockey and Jenny, beneath their thatch'd-cor 
As they're ſt to care, bleſs Fate for their lot: 
Ye gay ones, and fair ones, who'd true pleafure ſhare, 
Be conſtant like Jockey and Jenny the fait. 


NINE NANESRNISSRNS 
A Technical, Bibiral, Claſfieal Sung. 


O W we are free from college rules, 
Prom ſyſtems out of ſeaſon, © - -- 
rom lumber of the lying ſchools, * 
And ſyllogiſtic reaſon; 25 
Never more WII have dein d. 

If matter inks oy thinks not, 
All the matter we ſhall mind, * > 
Is he that drinks or drinks not: 


Metaphyſic is to trade 
= The-mind or fol abltrated | 
o prove infinity of ſpace, | 
y on cauſe effected ; 
Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking. 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 


But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, Vacuum, Minus, Plus, | 
Are learned words and rare tod, 


" Thoſe 


( 
k 
8 
1 
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Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſ, 
And thoſe that pleaſe may hear too; 

A plenum in our wine we ſhew, | 
With plus and plus behind fir, 

A nd when our caſh 1s minus Jow, 

A vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And different golours new ſir 
Don't let us diſturb our heads. 
We will but ſtudy too, fir, 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
True humour's rarefation, 
After him we'll name our toaſt, 
The Center of Attraction. 


On that theſis we'll declaim, 
With ſtratum ſuper ftratum, 
There's magic in the mighty name, 
"Tis natureꝰs poſtulatum ; 
Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend them, 
Firſt tho' phyſically prove, 
Nunc tempus eſt bibendum. 


FFF 


Sur Mr. Ax x, at Ranelagh; and Maftn 
* Brows, ar Marybone Gardens. => 
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Weeteſt of pretty maids let Cupid incline thee, 
8 I' accept of a faithful heart which now I refign 


thee 


Scorning all fel6h ends, regardleſs of money. 


lt yields only to the girl that's gen'rous and 


bonny ; 


Take 


S$-U-P-'P'L E'M-E-N TT, 
Take me, Jenny, 467 
Let me win ou. 
While I'm in the humour, 
I implore you, 
I adore you, 
What can mortal do more 7 


Kiſs upon't, kiſs, upon't, turn not ſo myly: : 


There's my hand, there's my hand, "twill never 1 | 


guile thee, 


Bright are thy lovely des thy "On bps aelighting 
Weil poliſh'd thy iv'ry neck, Shy” wed arms in- 
viting ; 

Oft', on the milk-white churn;with rapture I've ſeen 
them, 7 id 
But, oh! dow I've 6gh'd, and wiſh'd *. own arms 
between them: | T 

Take nie, Jenny, _ 


I've ſtore of ſheep, my love, - FOR 
And * brew good ale, from yon. crytal foun- 
Ive ber. pretty cot, with 85 and] land 0 | 
See wil ,"* doubtly ſweet, when | aa " a hand 

eee 


— —2ͤ 
_ SWEET WILLY o. 
A Son. By MroGureics. 


'H'E . — of all nature was ſweet Willy 0, 
he firſt of all ſwans, ,_ - 
He eee the plains, 
Nene ever was Ice to ſweer Willy Oc 2 
3 f E 


* * «4 
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He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He melted each maid, 
* So ſkilful he play d, 
No ſhepherd e' er pip'd like ſweet willy 0. 


All nature obey'd him, this ſweet Willy o, 
3 Wherever he came, | 
; Whate er had a name, 
Whenever he ſung followed ſweet Willy O. 


He wou'd be a ſoldier, this ſweet Willy O, 
When arm'd in the field, 
With ſword and with ſhield, | 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them when living, the ſweet Willy O, 
And when Willy dy'd, | 
"Twas nature that figh'd 
To part with her all in her ſweet Willy O. 


PR 


The NORTH COUNTRY LASS 
| Sung by Mr. Dinbix, at Ranelagh. 


T HERE was a fair maiden, her name it was 
Gillian, 
Her manners were ſage, though her carriage was free, 
You ſcarcely would meer ſuch a girl in a million, 
Her charms were tne pride of the North Country * 
All ſhe ſaid came ſo wittily, 
She danc'd with ſuch grace and ſhe chaunted 4 


prettiy, 


Nor Madames of France, nor Signoras of Italy, 


Cu 2 with this n of the North a : 
| ic 
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Rich lords and fine gentlemen crowded to woo her, 
Each begging her moſt humble ſervant to be ; 
Some * coach and horſes, ſome proffer d gold 
Some cloaths and fine jewels moſt gorgeous to ſee ; 

But in vain. all their bravery, FA 
She faid flat and plain ſhe ſaw through their 
knavery,, ' | {flavery, 
And rather would paſs her whole life-time in 
Than bring ſuch diſgrace on the North Country. 


But going one day to the wood with young Roper, 
To þ {ſweet — ſor he and 2 mes bs 
Sly Cupid obſery'd them, a comical codger, 
And hid himſelf fnug in a ſycamore tree; 
Out he drew from his quiver, 
A ſhaft that a heart ax. of marble would ſhiver, 
He ſhot, there was none the poor maid to deliver, 


And down fell the laſs of the | Country. 
NSN 


O him who in an hour muſt die, 

Not ſwiſter ſeems that hour to fly, 
Than flow the minutes ſeem to me 
Which keep me from the fight of thee. 


No more that trembling wretch would give 
Another Day or year to live, 

Than I to ſhorten what remains 
Of that long hour which thee detains. 


O ! come to my impatient arms: 
O ! come with all thy heavenly charms, 
At-once to juſtify and pay 
The paia I feel from this delay, 

ERA | There 
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HERE was an old man, and that's not un- 
common; | 
But, it they ſay true, he was born of a woman 
And, tho” quite incredible, | have been told 
He was rock'd in his cradle, but age made him old: 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


Whene'er he was hungry, he ſtill wanted.meat ; 
And, if he could get it, was certain to eat : 
When thirſty he'd drink, it you'd give him a pot ; 
But the liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat: 
Derry down, down, &c. 


He ſeldom or never could ſee without light, 

And yet, I've heard ſay, he could hear at dark night; 

He has oft been awake in the day-time *tis ſaid, 

Sometimes found aſleep as he lay in his bed: 
Derry down, &c. 


His face was the ſtrangeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if twas not waſh'd, it was not quite clean: 
And he ſhew'd all his teeth if he . to grin, 


For his mouth it was plac'd tween his noſe and his 
Derry down, &c. [chin : 
"Twas obſerv'd that his tongue ne'er lay ſtill when 
he talk'd, | 
Tho? he mov'd both his legs and his. feet when he 
walk'd: | 

Then his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him you'd 
| burſt, 


For one leg or t'other wou'd always be firſt: 
Derry down, &c. | 


When this whimſical piece had a river to croſs, 
At he could not get o'er, he ſtaid where he was; 


Gg And 
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And tho' he ne'er ventur'd to quit the dry ground, 
Vet was always ſo lucky as ne'er to be drown'd: 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


* S dr ft & Kd t & fr fr f dee ds 


Sung by Mrs. AAN, at Ranelagh ; and Maſter 
Brown,. at Mary bone Gardens, 


HEN innocent paſtime our pleaſure did 
crown, 
Upon a n meadow, or under a tree, 
Eber —— a fine lady in town, | 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe! 


Rouze up thy reaſon; my beautiful Nanny, 
Let no new whim take thy fancy from me: 
Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 
Favour thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee, 
Can the Death of a linnet, give Nanny the ſpleen ? 
Can loſing of trifles, a heart- aching be? 
Can lap*dogs, and monkies, draw tears from thoſe 


, cen, 

That look with indiff'rence on poor dying me ? 
Rope up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

corn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 
Oh'! thou att as bonny, be Faithful as any; 
Thick on thy Jemmy, who doats upon thee. 
O think, my dear charmer, on ev'ry ſweet hour, 
N ſlid away ſoftly, between thee and me. 

er ſquirrels, and beaux, and their fop'ry had poy'r, 

To rival my Jove and impoſe. upon thee. 
- Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 
Oh ! thou art as bonny, be prudent as any; 


. Love thy own Jemmy, who doats upon thee: 
Lan" 27 AR WIC k- 
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WARWICKSHIRE, a Son, by Mr. Gannice. 


In SHAKESPEARE'S Garland. 


C. Warwickſhire, lads, and ye laſſes, 
See what at our jubilee paſſes; 
Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 
For the lad of all lads, was a Warwickſhire lad, 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be glad, : 
For the lad of all lads, — a Warwickſhire lad. 


Be proud of the charms of your country, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty, 
Where much ſhe has giv'n, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard. of all bards, was a Warwickthire bard. 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 


For the bard of all bards, was a Warwickſhire bard. 


Each ſhire has its different pleaſures, 

Each ſhire has its different treaſures , | 

But to rare Warwickſhire, all muſt ſubmit, 

For the wit ef all wits, was a en wit. 
Warwickſhire wit, 

| How he writ! 

For the wit of all wits, was a Warwickſhire wit. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, 
And half a {cqre more we take pride in; 
Of famous Will Congreaye, we Foal toq the kill; 
But the Willof all Wills, was a Warwickſhire Will. 
Warwickſhire Will, a 
| Matchlef; ili, 
For the Will of all Wills, war a W arwick fire N iu. 
- 147 83 2 Our 


23 SUPPLEM-ENT, 

Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 

Nor — — Svecies, nor Roman, 

"Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan, 

And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man. 
- Warwickſhire man, | 
| Avon's ſwan, 

And the man of all men, was a Warwickſhire man, 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, 
To fteal it our bard took delight in, 
To make his friends merry he never was lag, 
And the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire wag, 
: Warwickſhire wag, 
Euer brag, | 
For the wag of all wags, was a Warwickſhire wag. 


'There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, | 

Of all ſhe was worth, he rob'd nature; | 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 

And the thief of all thieves, was a Warwickſhire thief, 4 
re 4 Warwickſhire thief, - - 
| He's the chief, 
For the thief of all thieves, was a Warwickſhire thief, 


dr K N S d d de dt ie t IE 
Sung by Mrs. Aux E, in the Padlock, 


A AST a ſhepherd's maid, to keep, 

V.Y On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well pleas'd, I'd watch the live-long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 

Or would ſome bird that pity brings, 

But ſor a moment lend its wings. 

My parents then might rave and ſcold, 

My guardian ſtrive my will to hold. 
Their words are harſh, his walls are high, | 


od alt away Bu By. © | 
— RRnotosdss 
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Prologues and Epilogues, 


. . . 
The PLAYHOUSE DISPLAY ' D. 


INC E Life in miniature in Plays we ſee, 

8 A Little World, the Theatre mult be, 
Where.ſome feign Paſſions which they neverfelt, 

And callous hearted teach the ſoft to melt, 

And thoſe whoſe circumſtances make them ſad, 

Appear all joy ful, frolickſome, and glad; 

While the content, the thoughtleſs, and the vain, . 

Seem all, humility—refletion—pain ! 

Thus let them keep, or from themſelves diſſent, 

We find the uſe of what they repreſent. 

In the Green Room a chambermaid explore, 
Who calls a virtuous Queen a dirty Whore, } 
A Reſamond whoſe beauty conquers all, 

Is patch'd ard painted like an antient wall; 
Kings, who in regal robes, ſupremely ſhine, 
Sit down to eribbage ſor a pint of wine 

As cards breed quarrels, pages in a heat. 
Knock princes down, or call a monarch cheat; 


While the drubb'd ruler of ideal ſtates, 
Of warrents, juſtice, and reſentment prates. 


Lacretins 


oe Re 
% 


9 — — 
— — 


« 
— 
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Lacretius who of virtue never think, 


Wunn harmleſk Agnes, coifee drink, | 


Gay Libertines, from vicious courſes free, 
Preach to Divizes'cohcerning Piery ; 

And imitative Clergy men declare, 

That Wonen, yards, 9204 wine, their ruhricks are. 
Macbeth the cruel, on the dice attends, 

Betts with Macduff, and both are cordial friends; 
While Richard with his ſavage temper parts, 
And treats the princes with delicious tarts ; 
Virtuous Califar, gay Lotharios ſcorn, 

And raking 4/taments deride the horn. 
Monimias leide at chaſtity betra) d, 

And Peolydores neben are afraid. 


 Jaffiers are chang d to unrelenting braves, 


While Pierres fink humbly into whiniog gaves; 
Lord Fappungton gets drunk, and Sir John Brute, 
Tutas out a coxcomb in a glaring ſuit. | 
Clodio grows philoſophic all at once, 

And. brother Carlos an egregious dunce. 

Shyleck the Jew compaſſionate appears, 

And. Alexander full of needleſs fears, 

Othello free from jealouſy is grown, - 

And Marplat minds no buſineſs but his own. 
Wildair is grave, and Dorimont à fool, 
Catanlibentine, and Falfaff dull: | 

Claudius, and Hamlet, and the injur?d ghoft, 

Paſh round the glafs, and pledge the ſe fame toaſt, 
Serub is the Bull ; Arther, —— with fear, 
While Boniface is grave, and Aimævell qu ueer. 
Brazen grows modeſt, Serjeant Kite is 
Maſtevell is honeſt, lady Grace run mad: 

Vet ſdmetimes rightly caſt, tne part we find, 
For in his TI the yore pens his mind, 


A real 
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A real bully plays the bully's part, 
And the tongue roars the dictates of the heart, 
Coxcombs, a Coxcomb's character ſuſtain, 
And redicule themſelves, devoid of pain: 
While fribbles mildly tell what fribbles are, 
And yet remain the very things they were; 
And dames devoted to lacivious fres, 
Take pride in publifhing their groſs deſires : 
But none with real modeſt bluſhes glow, 
So much is ſentiment o'erlaid by ſhow. 
Some what they cannot be, wou'd fain appear, 
And thus a clown oftimes enacts a peer: 
Plods like a plowing bull, and like a bear, 
ls out his threats, to make his ſervants fear; 

ears each fine ſentiment, each paſſion roars, 
Sleeps. in narration, and in reas'ning ſnores, 
A duke turn'd , the human frown diſowns, 
And kings turn'd harlequins, leap o'er thrones, 

Like nature than for ever be the rule, 
Ig rage, grief, tenderneſs, and ridicule 5 
Nature ſhould give the manager his law, 
Form nature players ſhould inſtruction dra“: 
And whether actors laugh, intreat, or ſtorm, 
Nature ſhould each beholder's judgment form. 


*EUR IT ILTEITIETT 


PROLOGUE to' the APPRENTICE 
As fpoken by Mr, WOOD WARD. 


RoLtoGues precede the piece,--in mournful verſe, 

As undertakers—walk before the hearſe, © - 
Whoſe doleful march may ſtrike the harden'd mind, 
And wake its feelings—for the dead—behind, 


* 


No 


A 
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No ſmug ilfer'd ſcenes from France we ſhew, 

Tis Ea Eu liſh, Sirs | from top to toe. 

Our hero is a — fate deſign d 

For culling fimples, —but whoſe ſtage-ſtruck mind 

Nor fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. 

A place there is where ſuch young Quixote; meet, 

*T1s call'd _ SPOUTING CLUB j—a . 
treat 


VN here prentic'd- kinge—alarm the gaping ſtreet! 


There Brutus ſtarts and ſtarts by midnight taper, 
Who all the day enacts—a woellen draper. 

There Hamlet's : Ghoſt ſtalks forth with Joubra fiſt; 
Cries out with hollow-voice—Lz/, /if, O lift, 
Arut frightens Denmar#'s prince-a young tobacconift. 
The ſpitit too, clear'd from his deadly white, 
Riſes—a haberdafher to the ſight ! 

Not young atternies—have this rage withſtood, 


BLOOD, 

And (ſtrange reverſe l) die for their country's good 

Thro' all the Town this folly you may trace; 

Myſelf am witneſs tis a common caſe. 

I've farther proofs, could ye but think I wrong ye, 

Lock round—you'll find ſome ſpouting youths 
amon 

Ye ſtruck . Dick, Tom, Will, 

Who hold the balance, or who gild the pill ; 

And yoy, who to the ladies make your court, 

And while you ſimper clip an inch too ſhort. 

Quit not the ſubſtance for an empty ſhade, 

Stick to the rule of three, and mind your trade ; 

But hark! 'm call'd®, — be warn'd by what you ſee, 

Oh! ! ſpout no more: Farewell, remember me. 


But change their pens for TRUNCHEOMNS, ink ba! 


| . The warning bell rings. 


41. ars 


To 


rare ee A Saf 
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r R O l. Oo G uE 
To BRITANNIA, a MASQUE, 


— @® 


Spoken by Mr. GAR RI CK, 


In the Character of a Sailor, fuddled and talking 70 
; bimſelf. He enters, ſinging. | 


_ . How pleaſant a ſailor"s !ife paſſer 


E L L, if thou art, my boy, a little mellow ? 
A ſailor, halt ſeas 0'er—'s a pretty fellow! 
What chear, ho? Do 1 carry too much ſai) ? 
| Is the pit. 
No tight and trim I ſcud before the gale— 
[ He flaggers forwards, then ſtops. 
But ſoftly tho the veſſel ſeems to heel: 
Steddy ! my boy— ſhe muſt not ſhew her keel, 
And now, thus ballaſted hat courſe to ſteer ? 
Shall I again to ſea. and bang Mounſeer ? 
Or ſtay on ſhore,. and toy with Sall and Sye—— - 
Doſt love em, boy? — By this right hand I dol - 
A well-rigg'd girl is ſurely moſt inviting:  _ 
There's nothing better, faich—ſave flip and fighting: 
I muſt away l muſt e 
What ! ſhall we ſons of beef and freedom ſtoop, 
Or lower our flag to ſlavery and nas Frets 
What! ſhall theſe parly-vous make ſuch a racket ; 
And I not lend a hand to lace their jacket ? 
Still ſhall Ola England be your Frenchman's butt? 
Whene'er he ſhuffles, we ſhould always cut. 
I' to 'em, faith Avaſt—— before I 
Have I not promis'd Sa/l to ſhew the ſhow ? 


H h | [ Pull 


234 SUPPLEMENT. 


[Pulls out a play-bill, 
From this ſame Wh 
What work's to A 


ws | underſtand 
= rinted hand ! 
Firſt let's refreſh a bit 1 faith, f need it 
In tale one ſugar- plumb and then II} read it. 
[ takes ſome tobacco. 
[He reaus the play-bill of Zara, which was 
adtteded that evening, | 
« At the Theatre-Royal——Drary-Lang— 
4 vill be preſtn-ta-ted a fraxddy ca called 
Fg AR 4 fle * 
I'm glad itis Farah Then our Sall may ſee 
Her vameloke's Tragedy: and as for mm. 
I'll deep as ſound, as if were at ſe. 
To which will be added, 
* « new MASQUE. 
Zoundel hy a maſque? We ſailors hate grimaces: 
Above board all, we {corn to hide our faces. 
But what: is here, ſo large and plain? 
= —_— wie —— gue agi 
uta, y the Keys Geumge I ſwear, 
Dom coxon, and the crew, {hall ſtrait be there. 
All free-horn ſouls mult take "Brietaoni's part, 
eee with hand and heart! 
Laing of br flops. 
landwen tho! would leave. your: * h 
Vous actions, parties, and damy'd politics 
And like us, honeſt tary, drink, ight, and "I 
True to tir? war undes a. your king! 
+ 22 £051 
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PROLOGUE to BARBAROSSA. 


inn by Mr. G ARRI CX. 
Aud Spoken by him inthe Character of a CouxrRY Boy. 


Meaſter! meaſter! 

$ not my meaſter bere among ws ? 

Nay, my meafter wrote this ne new p'ay-- 
The 24401 are making fuch a clatter! 4 
They wantthe pro-log--1 know nought o'th' matter 
Je mull be, there among 'you-—look about 
A weezen, pale-fac'd man, do find him out 
Pray, meaſter, come—or all will fall to ſheame ; 
Call miſter— hold —1 muſt not tell his name. 

Law | whata crod is here | what noiſe and potber?! 
Fine lads and laſfes | one O top o Uther 

 { pointing to the roaus of pit and gallery. 
I 8 ſor ever here with wonder gare! 
I ne'er ſaw church ſo full in all my days 
Vour ſervant, ſurs — do you laugh for? ch! 


Vou donna take me ſure for = o'th' play? 


You ſhoy'd not flout an hone untry-land.— 
You think me fool, and I think you half mad: 
You'realbas ſttange as I. and ranger too. 
And, if you laugh at me, Il laugh at you. (Lexgbing 
1 — like you Londen tricks, not 1, 
And ſigce you've rais'd my. blood, I'll tell you why! 
And it you wall, ſince now 1 am beſore ye, 
For want of a pro- log, Ii! relate my ſtory. 

I came from country here to try my fate, 
And get a place among the rich and great: 
But truth Tm ſick oth? journey I ba' ta'en, 
F like it not—wou'd I where at uh ame again. 

Hh 2 Firſi, 


OS 1 — — 


— —— * 


—— — 
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Firſt, in the city I took up my ſtation, 
And got a place N eng; of th" corporation. 
A round big man—he eat a pleagy deal, 
Zooks ! he'd have, beat five ploomen at a meal ! 
But long with him T cou'd not make abode, 
For, cou d you think't : he eat a great Sea-toad ! 
It cume from Indies — twas as big as me, 
He call'd ĩt Sy patch and capapee 
Law ! how I ſtar'd I thou 1 but I, 
Foriwant of monſters, may be made a pye 3 ˖ 
Rather than tarry 2 oo 2 
I'm back to whoame and:country-fare again. 

I leſt Tad. enter; than I ſerv'd a lord, 
And there they p romit'd l. but ne er kept their word. 
While mong — great, this geaming work their 

trade is, 
They ming no more poor forvants, than their ladies, 

A lady next, who lik'd a ſmatt young lad, 

Hir'd meforthwith—but, troth, I thought * mad, 
She turn'd the world top don, as 1 may fay, | 
She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day ! - 
I was ſo ſheam'd with all her freakiſh ways. 
She wore her geer ſo ſhort, ſo low her ſtays— 
Fine folks ſhew all for nothing now. a- days! 
One day. I ſtood by coach, and did but ſtoop = 

To put the ſoot- board up, and with her hop 
She cover'd me all o'er—avhere are you lout # 
1 Madam, for heav'n ſake let me out! 

Now I'm the poet's mon -I find with wits, 
There's vothing ſartain—nay, we eat by fits, 
Our meals indeed are fender, what of that? 
There are but three on's—meaſter, I, and e 2 
Did you bat ſee us all, as I'm a finner, | 
You's my tay, which of _ three is innen 
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My wages-all depend on this night's piece, 
But ſhou'd you find that all our ſwans are - | 
E'feck I'll truſt no more to meaſter's brain, | 


But pack up all, and whiſtle whoame again. 
" [ 4s he is going out returns, 


O I have ſeen the fineſt ſight in all the nation ! 

I'ye ſeen my Lord May'r's Show, and the Crone 
Ay, and fince thoſe two fine ſights have come to pals, 
I've ſeen the King's State-Coach, and the Q---n"; 4/5 / 


CELL III EE IL LL LL EEE: 
EPILOGUE To BARBAROSSA. 
Written by Mr. GARRICK. 
Spoken by Mr. WOODWARD, 

( i the Character of a fine Gentlemen. 


Eurer ſpeakin g without. 
SHAW !-damn «420% Eplogue-—and hold your 


=} 


Shall we of rank be tele what's right or wrong ? 
Had you ten Epilogues you ſhou” x not ſpeak em, 
Tho' he had writ em all in lingum Grecum, 
I' do't by all the gods (you muſt excuſe me) 
Tho? author, actors, audience, ali abuſe me ! 

| To the AUDIENCE, 
Behold a gentlemen !—and that's enough! 
Laugh if you pleaſe — I'll take a pg of nuff! 
come to tell you let it not 9 you) 
That I'm a wit and worthy to adviſe ou 
How could au ſuffer that ſame country booby, 
That pro- logue ſpeaking ſavage.— that great looby, 
To talk his nonſenſe-? give me leave to ſay 
T was low—dam'd low I—but fave the fellow's 


play 
Let 
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Let the poor devit eat, —altow him that, 

And give à mea! to Muff, Mon, and Car.: 

But Why rhe aviae the faſhions ?—ſenſeleſs rogue 

We have no joys but what reſult from vogue : 

The mode ſhou'd al controul—nay, ev'ry paſſion, 

Senſe, appetite, and afl, give way to faſhion ; 

I hate as mutk as he, a Turtle-feaft | | 
But 'til the preſent Tar:le-rage has evagd; 

I'd ride a hundred miles to make — A . 

| hare no Ears, -x et op'ras 1 adore ! 

Always prepar d 76 die—10 lee — no more * 

The lad were carp'd at, and their dreſs, . 

He wants them 42 d up like good queen Bo! 

They are, forſooth, too much expos'd, and es 

Were more erpos d, no ill effeQs 1 ſee," 

For more, or leſs, tis all the ſame to me. 

Poor gaming too, was maut'd among the i 

That precious cordial to a high-life breaſt ! k 

When thoughts ariſe, I always game, or drink. 

An Engliſh gentleman ſhou'd never think : 

The reafow's plain, which ev'ry ſoul might hit on 

What rim a Frenchman, oe a Frits; 

In us reflection breeds ia ſober fadneſs, 

Which always ends in politics or madneſs : 

I therefore wow: Goody your command. 

That tragedies no more ſhall cloud this land; 

Send oder a Shakeſpeare's to the fons of France, 

Let 4 Let ar begia to dance! 

Banith y gloomy ſcenes to foreignclimes, © J\ 

Reſerve olong to bleſs theſe golden times, 

A 2 or — ———— Wm 
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THE PICTURE OF 4 PLAYHOUSE : 
. | 
_ BUCKS nave AT You ALL. 


E ſocial friends of claret and of wit, 
Where'er diſpers'd, in merry groupes ye ſit: 

Whether below ye the glitt'ring ſcene, 
Or in the upper regions oft have been; 
Ye Bueks affombled at your Ranger's call, 
Damme, I know you—and have at you all. 
The motive here that ſets our Bucks on fire, 
The-gen'rous wiſh, the firſt and laſt defire ; 
If you with plaud its eccho to renown, 
Or urg'd with fury tear the benches down ; 
'Tis'ftill the ſame — to one bright goal — _ 
To ſhe your judgment and approve your taſte 
"Tis not in nature for ye to be quiet, 

o, damme, Bucks exiſt but in a riot. 

or inſtance now to pleaſe che ear and charm: thi 

admiring crowd, - 
Your Backs o th bones ſneer and talk ed: | 
To the green box next with joyous ſpeed you rum, 
Hilly ho = ! my Bucks ! well damn it nere thie 
fun? 
Tho' Shakteſpeare — of the play, 
Ye laugh and loll the ſprighily hours ay; 
For to _ 
Oh, grow it's low, its vulgar—beneath us lads of 
irt. 

Vour Bucks o'th' pit are miracles of learni 
Who point out 18 to ſhew their own d diberaing ; ; 
And critic like beſtriding martyr'd ſenſe, 
Proclaim their genius and vaſt conſequence, 


The 
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The ſide long row, whoſe keener views of bliſs, 
Are chiefly center'd in ſome favourite miſs; 

A ſet of jovial Bucks who here reſort, 

Fluſh from the tavern, teeling, ripe for ſport : 
Walk d from their dream oft join the gen ral roar, 
With bravo, bravo—braviſſimo, et damme, encore, 
Or ſkipping that behold another ro. 
7 by citizens or ſmiling beau; 

Addreſſing miſs, whoſe cardinal protection, 7 
Keeps her quite ſafe from ranc rous detraction: 
Whoſe lively eyes beneath a down-drawn hat, 
Give hint ſhe loves a l:ttle—you know what. 

Ye Bucks above who range like gods at large, 

Nay pray don't grin, but liſten to your charge. 
You who defign to change this ſcene of raillery, 
And out-talk players in'the upper gallery : | 
Oh there's a youth, and one o'th' ſprightly ſort, 
I don't mean-you—damme, you've no features for't. 
Who flily ſculks to hidden ſtation, 


While players follow their vocation, — ' 

Whiſtle; off; off, off? Noſee, Roaſt Beef—there” 
education. 

Now P've-explor'd this mimic world quite thro', 

And ſet each country's little faults to view : | 

In the right ſenſe receive che well-meantjeſt, 

And keep the moral fill within your breaſt; 

Convinc'd I'd not in heart or tongue offend, 

Your hands acquit me, and I've gain'd my end. 
>2ÞP .K--Q-- L.QG UE, 
Spoken in the Character of a BULLY. 

VE fought the champions of the earth all round, 
1 And either few, or made them quit the ground; 

'rom pole to pole, ſuch mighty things have done, 
That Pretheir glory from all heroes won: 
Ws Where'er 
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Where'er I go my preſence conqueſt brings, 

My fingle arm can ſway the fate of kings; 
I've-outroar'd lions, and out-foam'd wild boars, 
Out-bluſter'd billows, breaking on the ſhore ; 
Out-fought Briareus with his hundred hands, 
Out-bellow'd tigers on Arabia's ſands; 

Out- light'ned lightning, and out thunder'd thunder, 
Out-fought Belona, and aſtoniſh'd wonder; 

And to complete my fame, all men agree, 
That when I move, the world muſt move with me, 
Upon the earth Pve rain'd down bloody ſhowers, 
Mades lanes of bodies, and of heads huge towers. 
Hedges of ſwords and woods of lances ſhow, 

My great revenge accompliſh'd on each foe ; 
With open mouth their lies a gaſping head 

As if it panted for the blood it ſhed : + | 

A head cut off cuts capers, and wou'd fain, 

Leap up to join the ſhoulders once again. 

| Bilmembr d arms lie welt'ring in their — 

And graſp and ſtretch to reach the ſwords they bore. 
When death to fetch me comes, -as come he will, 
I'll make one bold attempt grim death to kill; 
And if death falls beneath my ftrong endeavour, 
I'll then fit down in peace, and live for ever. 


SPOUTER's MEDELY. 


18 Caro. 
LATO it muſt be ſo—thou reaſon'ſt well, 
Elſe whence this pleaſing hope, this fond deſire, 
his longing after immortality, 3 
ed whence this ſecret dread, and inward horror 
I i ConvFEDERACY., 


eden — — — — 
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CONFEDERACY, 
A Nunnery.— 
In ſhort ſheis at laſt reduced to that extremity, and 


attack d with ſuch a battalion of Duns, that rather 


than tell her huſband (who you know is ſuch a dog 
he'd let her go if ſhe wou'd) ſhe has e' en determin'd 
to turn Papiſt and bid the world adieu for like. 
Malp of the Mili. 
But if I don't ſhow him in Lieu of it, 
A trick that's fairly worth-two of it, 
Thenlet me paſs, 
For a Fool, or an Af. 
OTuzLLo, 
Get me ſome poiſon Iago this night, I'll not ex- 
poſtulate with her, leſt her body — her beauty un. 
_ my mind again—this night Iago——P'll, 
RELAPSE, 
— Damn him 


$% 4 


for acoxcomb ; now he has ruined his eſtate to buy 


a title, that he may be a fool of the firſt rate. 
Fair PexITENT. 

Were ye, ye fair, but cautious whom ye truſt, 

Did ye but know how ſeldom fools are juſt, 

So many of your ſex wou'd not in vain, 

Of broken —— and faithleſs men complain. 


| Of all fall che various wretches love hath made; 


" BotD STROKE For a Wire. 
What a valuable collection of rarities might 


— 
I have had by this time. 


CargLitss HusBanD. 
If T, was Married, I wou'd as ſoon part with my 
eſtate 28 my wife for 
Ctrizzx. 
The girl's a natural —80 much the bens 
marry her * lock her up. 


Schnoor 
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SCROOL rox Lovers. 
But ſtay 
Know then Sir, that I am miſtreſs of myſelf —— 
Miſtreſs of my fortune and may beſtow my hand 
wherever my heart directs it, 
; RecrviTinG Orriekx. 

And I ſhall be a lady, a Captain's lady, and ride 
ſingle upon a white horſe with a ſtar, upon a vetvet 
ſide-ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London and fee the 
tombs, and the lions, and the quren. 

Journey To Lorpox, 
And mayhap they may find that I have brought 
my tougae up to town with me. 
Venice PRESERVED. 
Sure thou art honeſt ? 
Merry Wives or WixpsoR, 

What will de honeſt man do in my cloſet, there 

is na honeſt man dat hall come in my cloſer, 
SusPpicious HusBanD. 

Look ye madam ——[ never could make fine 
| ſpeeches ——— but, 

Beaux STRATAGEM, 

In the firſt place I enquired who the gentieman 

was ——they told me he was a ſtranger—vecondly, 
I aſk'd what the gentleman was——they anſwered 
and ſaid that they never ſaw him before Thirdly, 
I enquired what countryman he was—they replyed 
*twas more than they knew—PFourthly, I demanged 
whence they came — their anfwer was they could 
not tell — And fitthly, I aſked whether they went, 
and they replied that they knew nothing of the 
matter, | 


School rox GUARDIANS. 
Lou have proved it to a demonſtration by the ſame 
fort of logic that was uſed by one cf the wits of 
113 Charles 


oer © MEN T; 
Charles the ſeconds time 5 d his” dog, when he was 
too lazy to beat him. 

Every Man ix His Humovs. 
Obſerve me judicially, Meet Sir; they had plant. 
ed me three Demi-Culverins juſt in tke mouth of the 


breach : Now, Sir, as we were to give on, their 


EF maſter gunner cpnfronts me with his Linſtock ready 


Upon 
AryreNTICE, | 
That damnꝭd Shakeſpeare. I bs the fellow 
was nothing but a dear-fteater in Warwickſhi:e, 
ZARA. 
was true, for in the horrors of that day, 
J ſnatch'd your infant daughter from the cradle, 
But finding every hope of flight was vain 
Susrieoos HusSBAND. 
I ſhould have told you firſt I was in another lady's 
chamber by che Lord, I got in at the window by 
OsruhAN. 
Jaſt three ſoft ſtroaks upon the chamber door, 
And at that ſignal you ſhall gain admittance. 
 AUCHEMIST: 
a do thank his worfliip for 
CounTrey Wire. 
I have fo ſtrong a faith in your honour, dear, deat 
| noble 1 Id forfeit mine for yours at any 


time. 


to give fire- 


| Hautgr. 

To be or not to ** thaek is the queſtion, 
Whether 'tis nobler i in the mind to ſuffer 
py he Rings and arrows of outrageoas fortune, | 

r toů 

1 'Lroxer and CLAatssA. 
— duke - ho / much money do you think 
8 9255 wou'd expe with luke wench, 


5 = = 


Rac abihi 
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Five hundred , tamp my vitals. 
VE IN A VILLAGB., 

The youth that is form'd to my mind, 
Maſt be gentle obliging and kind, 
Of all things in nature love me, 
Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to ſee. 

Ricnary III. | 
A Horſe, a Horſe, my kingdom for a Horſe. 

ROMAN FATHER. _ 
II will! hunt the villain thro” the world; 
No deſarts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him; 
He is well ſkill'd in flight, but he ſhall find 
Bos y Bobr. 
I ſhall go ſtark mad if I am not let into this ſecret, 
CYMBELINE. 
If you buy ladies fleſh at a million a Aram, you can- 
not preſerve it from taiating But 1 ſee— 
Macrya, 
Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy btoed is cold, 
Thou * ſpeculation in thoſe eyes which thou 
doſt.— 

Urtots rekt. 
Tell me news—!I did not know eit was gien. 
if the Flanders Mail ſhould come in while 1 am 
there, I ſhall know nothing at all of. 

ORtHAN OF CHINA. 

The laſt of China's race, nay mock not majeſty, 
Nor with the borrow'd robes of ſacred Kings, 
Dreſs op a wretch like 
Jearouvs Wire. 

Tom come tickle me, who was got out of the famous 
7 antwywvy Mare, by Sir Aaron Driver's cheſuut horſe 
Love MAKE A Max. 

Snuff box—Cram it hard you dog, and be here again 
before _ 


| 
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Tus Wonper. 
Antonio dies —and that's in the ſurgeon's power, 
and he's in love with my daughter, you know. 
8 Couxrxr Wire, 


Be a pander to your own wife - bring men to her 


—let them make love before your face, thurſt them 
into a | ; . 
Carziess HusBarD. 
— Snuff box—and ſhe pretends to ſee if I'll give it 
her again | . 
Mrachaxr or Venice. 

— To bait fiſh withal—if it will feed nothing elſe 
it will feed my revenge—he hath diſgrac'd me, and 
hinder'd me of half a million—laught at my loſſes 


' —mock'd at my gains —ſcorn'd my nation—thwrat- 


ed at my bargains —cool'd my friends—heated mine 
enemies—and what's his reaſon— I am 
| Provor'd Wipe. 

—A woman of quality—1 awake about two o'clock, 
in the afternoon I ſtretch and make a ſign for m 
chocolate—when I have drank three cups, I fli 
down again upon my back, with my arms over my 
head, while my two maids put on my ſtockings— 


hen hanging upon their ſhoulders - am, 


Henay Ve. | 
CER TR - Harry England, 
Altho' we ſeemed dead, we did but ſleep, 
Advantage is a better ſoldier than 

2. __ Cynon. 
— Our ſhepherdeſs Sylvia—She is fo cold and ſo 
coy that ſhe flies from her lovers, but is never with- 
out a ſcore of them — And ſo, 

No longer on your patience to intrude, 

I humbly beg permiſſion to conclude. 


. 4 


